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THE WIZARD OF GRANADA. , 


CHAPTER I. 


“Hoty Mary, defend us, Adana! There is 
sound of combat yonder in the woods, and, by 
the tumult, we might guess there were a score 
of men-at-arms. It becomes us to be wary, for I 
trow our errand isa perilous one enow to war- 
rant cautiousness. Let us pause, and judge 
what the quarrel is about, before venturing 
nearer.” ‘ 

So saying, the gallant Spanish knight checked 
his horse, and held up a warning hand to enforce 
the silence of his attendant. 

They were just emerging from a lonesome 
highway bordered with groves of oak and chest- 


_nut trees, and before them lay a sunny valley, 


a-sparkle with the dimpling smile of a narrow 
river, and lovely with undulating meadows of 
emerald hue, while against the horizon rose the 
noble summits, darkly green, which belted the 
Granadan territory from that which acknowl- 
edged allegiance to Spanish rule. 

From a little grove of chestnuts, mingled here 
and there with a stately cork tree, came sounds 
of skirmishing, clashing blades, fierce voices 
and plunging steeds. 

With eyes glinting fiery longing to be in the 
midst of the afiray, and stately head bent one 
side in eager intentness of listening, Sir Ilde- 
fonse waited, curbing with one steel banded 
hand the excitement of the splendid black horse 
he rode with the ease and grace of a centaur, 
and checking, also, with an authoritative wave of 
the other, the wild impatience of his well-tried 
squire, who could never be content in sound of 
battle without an active part therein. 

Suddenly, above the ringing steel and hoarse 
voices, rose clear and light a woman’s scream. 

“ By St. Jago!” cried out Sir Idefonse, in an 
indignant voice, “a true knight can no longer 
skulk here in tameness. Ho, Alana, follow me! 
St. Jago to the rescue !” 

He shouted out the cry of attack in a clear, 
ringing voice, and gave way to the fiery impetu- 
osity of both steed and squire—leading the way 
at a fierce gallop, with his long blade flashing a 
stream of scintillating splendor, as he waved it 
around his head. 

The trampled earth showed him the entrance 
into the woods, and while Mana behind him 
took up the ery in deeper tones, forward into 
the midst of a struggling band of bandits and 
Moorish soldiery rushed the young knight—his 
long plume dancing in the wind, his eyes flash- 
ing as fierce light as his sword, his noble horse 
pawing the ground as fierce and ardent as his 
master, 

Rider and steed seemed to drop from the 
clouds, bearing a regal heroism that started the 
skirmishers into a moment’s astonished pause. 

“St. Jago to the rescue!” shouted Sir Iide- 


fonse, spurring forward. 


ory. 

The bandits, some twenty in number, evident- 
ly believed that this splendid young knight was 
the leader of a whole troop. They shouted a 
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few hoarse directions to each other, shook off 
the grasp of the Moors, and gathering together 
in disorder, beat a hasty retreat. Scarcely ten 
minutes after the appearance of Sir Ildefonse, 
and the wood was quiet save for the groans of 
the wounded men lying on the ground, and the 
low, earnest conversation of the others. * 

Sir Ildefonse had struck but a single blow, 
which had sent a black-faced ruffian spinning 
away from the side of a slender figure robed in 
black, with a long veil flung over the head. 

It was a woman certainly, but whether young 
or old there was no means of judging. Her 
snow-white palfrey was lying prostrate, with 
glazing eye and bleeding breast, and she had 
been held fiercely by one of the bandits, who 
had attempted to bind her wrists with her own 
silken scarf. She was trembling violently, yet, 
with a certain haughty stateliness, still held her 
head erect, and restrained her limbs from giy- 
ing away to weakness. 

Sir Ildefonse perceived the knotted scarf, and 
severed the silken strands with his sword, while 
he said: 

* Would that the caitiff who dared such a das- 
tardly act were still within reach of my good 
sword. And yet I trow his arm will long carry 
a mark by which to remember the metal of my 
blade.” 

“How can we thank you enough for your he- 
roic rescue,” came in sweet though tremulous 
accents from behind the veil; ‘* my poor guard 
was speedily vanquished by thrice their number 
of fierce and lawless desperadoes. They would 
have made me their captive, but that you ap- 
peared. I would fain essay my words of thank- 
fulness, but my heart is yet too full for speech, 
Give me a few moments for composure, that I 
may learn also the extent of our injuries. Ho, 
Dalphor, Gefla, how many are there left safe, 
and unwounded? And find, I beseech you, my 
friend and your leader. Woe indeed will befall 
us, if he is killed.” 

There was a dignity in the voice, as of one 
used to authority, and it was wonderfully sweet. 
Sir Idefonse perceived, too, how daintily formed 
and delicate were the hands he had released 
from the bonds of the scarf, and it was of more 
import to him that it suggested the vexatious 
veil concealed features youthful and lovely, 
than that the costly bracelet and diamond rings 
proved her of high estate and rank. 

“Let me lead you to a seat,” said he, in the 
gallant, courtly manner which had made him as 
famous in lady’s bower as on the battle field. 
“You have borne nobly the great shock of a 
scene like this; come, I pray you, out of sight 
of these ghastly wounds, this bloody scene, so 
unmeet for such gentle eyes.” 

While he spoke he turned away toward a little 


j clump of trees on the other side where the 
The squire followed close behind, echoing the | 


fairies seemed to have improvised a sylvan 
throne. For a fallen tree had been canopied 
with’ festooning vine, and cushioned with soft- 
est moss, and a glittering quartz rock made at 
once back and footstool, 


Sir Iidefonse seated the unknown lady, bowed 
deferentially, and went back to look after her 
servants. 

Alana, his own squire, was busily at work 
tending the wounded. They had indeed arrived 
in good season. Of the ten attendants of the 
lady only three were able to help themselves, 
and four were killed outright. They were too 
bewildered with terror to be able to act calmly 
or be of service. 


“Here’s one,” said Alana, beckoning to his 
master, and speaking in a cautious whisper. 
“‘ Here’s one who seems to be of better condition 
than the others; and there’s a frame for a sol- 


belong to one of these infidel dogs, who haven’t 
sense enough to fight like men.” 

“Hush, Alana! Remember the counsel I 
gave you, and the danger we risk, if we hint our 
contempt for their religion. Our errand is too 
important to be risked lightly ; remember we aro 
venturing boldly into the stronghold of the 
Moors ; and what could the poor fellows do, sur- 


| prised by thrice their number? Have a care, 


lift his head carefully; it is in truth a broad 
forehead, and these are noble and dignified 
features. There is no wound. Ah, Isee. The 
blow was on the head; that thick velvet turban 
saved the skull. He is stunned, not dead. 
Bring some water to pour over the head, and 
the flask of wine from my saddle. Step nimbly, 
Alana, we may have him back sound and well.” 

The squire obeyed with ready alacrity, and Sir 
Ildefonse, kneeling down, began chafcg the 
long, slender, delicate fingers. When Alana re- 
turned, Dalphon, one of the Moorish soldiery, 
accompanied him. The latter uttered an excla- 
mation of joy as he perceived the broad chest of 
the prostrate man heaving with gentle and regu- 
lar breathing. 

“Basilio safe; the princess unharmed. Now 
may we show ourselves at the Alhambra, with- 
out fear of the bowstring, Allah be praised |” 
ejaculated he, 

Sir Idefonse had lost no word of his, although 
he appeared entirely absorbed by his humane 
task. “Ye took the flask from his servant, moist- 
ened the pale lips, and sprinkled the water 
freely over the ghastly face, while he laid his 
handkerchief, drenched with the cool water, on 
the gray head. 

Their earnest efforts were rewarded by the 
abrupt unclosing of the lids, and the swift inter- 
rogating glance of a pair of keen, piercing eyes, 
of a clear hazel hue. 

From Dalphon the eyes returned again to the 
handsome face of the youthful knight. 

A frown knit the broad forehead, andan angry 
glow, burning out of the eye, kindled his goun- 
tenance into instant light. 

“How now, knave!” cried he, striving inef- 
fectually to rise. “Do you stand dallying with 
me, while the princess has been carried off ?” 

“The lady is safe,” exclaimed Sir Iidefonse, 
| Seeing that Dalphon’s servile fear of his lead- 
er’s anger kept him mute, 


dier, and a head with a forehead too broad to 
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“Safe! where? how? Even her safety may 
be worse than capture. Who are you, Sir 
Knight? You wear the Spanish dress. What 
brings you hither upon the territory of the soy- 
ereign of Granada? It can be no peaceable 
errand.” 

“By my good sword, which has never been 
drawn in a dishonorable cause, I pledge you my 
word I came not with hostile intention. A way- 
ward, adventurous fancy, a keen curiosity to 
behold the wonders of Granada, must plead my 
excuse. But let us save that for another hour’s 
discussion. Take another drop of wine, I pray 
you ; it will give you the strength you need.” 

Those keen, deep, piercing eyes had never 
left his face while he spoke. The wine was 
meekly accepted. In a few moments he was 
able to rise from his recumbent position. 

““We were beaten, I suppose,” said he, ad- 
dressing himself to Sir Ildefonse. 

The latter smiled. 

“You will not find one of the knaves in the 
wood, saving those that are slain; they fled in 
ignominious haste.” 

“From whom? not from our Moslem guard, 
for I knew we were overpowered when I fell.” 

“Our coming gave the caitiffs a wholesome 
fright,” replied the knight carelessly. 

* «How many where you ?” was asked abruptly. 

‘“Myself and my trusty squire. It was 
enough.” 

A dull red burnt a moment on the still pallid 
face. He smothered an angry imprecation. 

“Cowardly dogs!” muttered he between his 
teeth: ‘had I only a half dozen trusty fellows, 
this need not have happened. But the lady is 
safe ?” 

“T am safe, Basilio; thanks to this gallant 
knight, but for whom I should now be in the 
hands of those lawless wretches,” said a sweet, 
clear voice, as the veiled lady came forward 
through the shrubbery. 

She had recovered her composure, and spoke 
calmly, and moved with quiet dignity. 

“Now, indeed, lam ready to forget my rage 
at this disaster !” exclaimed Basilio, bowing to 
her with the most profound reverence. ‘It is 
my own fault that I trusted so entirely to the 
communication of that caitiff, Mauhoud, who 
said the country about here was free from prowl- 
ing marauders. By the beard of the Prophet, 
that shall be as truthful a saying as any in the 
Koran, ere many days have passed. Ismael will 
send hither as many of his soldiers as there are 
stones on this ignominious spot, when he learns 
of this audacious assault.” 

“You will tell him ?” asked the veiled lady, a 
faint accent of surprise in her voice. 

A shade passed across Basilio’s face. He knit 
his forehead, gnawed impatiently at his still 
pale lip, and then looked down upon the ground 
in gloomy abstraction. 

“Dalphon,” said the cold sweet voice again, 
“ thou art of little service here, and thy wounded 
comrades need thee. Moreover, it seems to me 
the part of wisdom to hasten from this lonely 
spot. The bandit band may return with rein- 
forcements, and the poor fellows yonder need a 
leech’s care. Go prepare at once for speedy 
departure.” 

The Moor had been gaping with keen interest 
into the perplexed face of Basilio. His swarthy 
cheek reddened beneath her gentle rebuke, and 
making a deep bow, as if to a personage of great 
importance, first toward the lady and then in 
the direction of Basilio, he turned away, parted 
the thick boughs of the underbrush and van- 
ished. 

The lady moved a step nearer and laid her 
hand on Basilio’s shoulder, 


| 
‘‘My friend,” said she, “‘we will return to | shook his clenched fist in the direction in which 


Granada. 
ended.” 

Basilio looked up with a quick, impatient 
gesture. 

«And relinquish our high hopes, our moment- 
ous undertaking—it is not like you, Xina,” he 
said in a reproachful tone. 

“Our quest will be helped in no way, though 
we continue on for leagues,” returned she calm- 
ly. ‘*When you have recovered strength, Ba- 
silio, your quick sagacity will divine my rea- 
sons.” 

Basilio looked up eagerly, and made a quick 
vehement movement as if to lift the veil, and 
read an explanation in her face where her words 
puzzled him ; but the remembrance of the pres- 
ence of the Spanish knight seemed suddenly to 
occur to him, for he checked himself, glanced 
uneasily toward Sir Ildefonse, and relapsed into 
silence. 

The knight colored and was turning hastily 
away, when the lady spoke again in the same 
calm, even tones. 

“Nay, let us not waste the precious moments 
in idle consultation, when action is required in- 
stead. Once safely away from this dreary place, 
on a highway protected by our own soldiers, and 
we may return to our discussion. Art thou able 
to ride, Basilio? So many of our poor followers 
will never mount a steed, we shall not lack 
means of transportation, though my own poor 
Silver Mane, and thy Rosalio are both useless. 
We will ask this noble knight’s company until 
we reach the town, and Allah send it may lie in 
our power to make some feeble return for his 
generous and timely service.” 

Basilio looked again uneasily into her face, 
and then smiled. 

“T think we have changed characters, my 
princess. But late you would trust no judg- 
ment but mine, and now it is you who lead and 
guide.” 

«A woman’s wit is sometimes of more service 
than a man’s wisdom or strength, Basilio,” an- 
swered she. ‘‘ What sayest thou, noble knight? 
was thy face set toward Granada, or the Spanish 
dominions, and if the former, wilt thou still give 
us thy protecting presence ?” ‘ 

“Indeed, noble lady, you honor me by accept- 
ing my poor services. , It was indeed my ardent 
desire to visit Granada; I have heard so much 
of its beauty and wealth, I could not rest 
without feasting my eyes upon its famous 
scenes.” 

“And dost thou think to journey thither in 
safety, in that Spanish dress, with thy single 
squire ?” demanded Basilio. 

‘‘And wherefore not?” replied Sir Ildefonse. 
“T come with no hostile meaning, and I have 
my good sword.” 

“T would that the royal Ismael heard that 
speech,” said Basilio, in a tone of involuntary 
admiration. ‘Is is a high compliment to the 
Moorigh race, that you think them so noble and 
generous. Let it be then as the lady has said ; 
you shall journey in our company.” 

** And we will be very grateful for the boon,” 
said the sweet, low voice of the veiled lady. 

Sir Ildefonse bowed again, and went away 
toward the open spot where the wounded and 
the horses were gathered together. 

‘‘ Basilio,” said she, ‘thine eyes are blind. 
Grieve not to abandon this secret expedition. 
Seest thou not that we need not go further in 
search, because the object of our quest has come 
to us.” ; 

The man started violently. 

“Tt is even so, Basilio, it is he!” 

Basilio rose to his feet white and wrathful, and 


Our journey in this direction is 


the knight had vanished. 

‘And this is his peaceful journey to gratify 
innocent curiosity,” said he hoarsely. ‘‘May 
Allah blast-—” 

“Silence, Basilio!” interrupted the 1ady hast- 
ily, “he has saved your life and mine. My own 
anger toward him has cooled ; let us wait to be 
sure that we have not been purposely deceived. 
If ever my eyes looked upon a true and honest 
face, it is his, and you yourself cannot hinder 
the admiration his chivalrous bearing and noble 
courage awaken.” 

‘You. Princess Xina, espousing the cause of 
this man—you who so jealously organized this 
expedition!” exclaimed Basilio, in a reproach- 
ful voice. 

She was silent for a few moments, and then 
spoke hastily, with a slight quiver in the tone: 

“Basilio, you yourself have taught me to 
listen to the conviction of a pure heart. You 
have often said I had a mysterious spell to de- 
tect the evil or the good of any nature with 
which I came in contact. It is notalone that he 
has saved my life, it is because the strange 
voice within the depths of my soul speaks bold- 
ly, and declares hima true and noble knight. 
See how fearless and courageous is his bearing ! 
how calm and unblenc’:ing his eye. Basilio, 
thisis an honest man. He is no Spanish spy 
sént out for state purposes.” 

‘‘Xina,” said Basilio suddenly, “has this man 
seen your face ?” 

She shook her head with a proud, imperial 
gesture of the hand. 

Basilio looked down again in deep thought, 
and did not speak until Dalphon’s voice was 
heard announcing their readiness for departure. 
Then he said, gravely: 

“Let us go, Xina.” 

«Are you angry with me, Basilio ?” asked she, 
without moving. 

‘My child, my child, do I not love you too 
well for anger!” returned he with passionate 
pathos. 

She held out her hand to him silently, then 
passed before him. 

“Ts it fate that has made this strange chance?” 
muttered Basilio, as he followed; ‘or is it 
worse, nature itself speaking plainly? Allah 
forbid the perplexities I fear.” 
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CHAPTER II. 


Tur little cavalcade made a rather forlorn 
appearance as it wound away from the chestnut 
grove out into the valley, with its slow pacing 
animals, and its wounded carefully supported 
on their beasts by their uninjured comrades. 

Sir Idefonse and his squire rode quietly behind 
Basilio and the lady, and the former made no 
further attempt at conversation, except that after 
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the first mile he noticed that the lady’s form was 
drooping, and spurring forward, he said in a 
deferential tone : 

“The gait of that beast is too hard for you. 
Take, I beseech you, this good steed of mine. 
Fiery as he seems, he can tame his steps to be 
gentle enough for the rocking of a child. Alana 
shall ride beside you, to ease your fears.” 

‘“ Nay, I have no fears. I accept the offer in 
the same spirit in whichitis made. I doubt, in- 
deed, if Icould bear this motion to the end of 
the journey. Poor Silver Mane’s steps were easy 
as the sailing of a Loat. At the nearest town 
we will find a litter. Thanks for your kindness.” 

The exchange of saddles was speedily made, 
and when Basilio had roused from his abstraction 
enough to assist her to its seat, Iidefonse fell 
back, leaving her to choose her attendant. 

She checked the horse as he came up. How 
Sir Idefonse longed to draw asidé the tantaliz- 
ing veil, and look freely upon that hidden face. 

“Shall I see you again when I reach Gran- 
ada ?” asked he, abruptly. 

She shook her head. 

“You must ask no questions concerning me. 
You will soon learn in the city that a discreet 
tongue is the surest promise of safety. Yet shall 
1 not forget your good deed for us. When dan- 
ger threatens, show this ring and demand that 
speech be given you with Prince Azim. He will 
know the ring and come to me for explanation, 
and you may rest assured no harm shall come 
to you.” 

Then, as if to adjust the trimmings of her 
saddle-cloth, she bent down, and hastily passed 
to him a loop of gold, aglitter with one solitary 
but superb diamond. 

Hither side of the gem was engraved on the 
gold a key, and beneath it the letter X in 
Arabic. 

The knight received it with a low bow. 

“J value it more as a memento of your high- 
ness, than as a means of safety in future dan- 
ger,” said he. “I will follow your advice, 
though I am somewhat reluctant. I would pre- 
fer to be open and candid with all men. If my 
innocence and good will, and my good sword 
avail naught, I cannot bear to stoop to dissem- 
bling as a means of safety.” 

“How now?” asked she, in a cold, proud 
voice; “dost thou mean to assume perfect 
openness in this matter? Take care, Sir Knight! 
there are eyes clearer to read than you surmise. 
Dare you declare your errand to Granada is 
solely to gratify an idle curiosity ?” 

Sir Iidefonse colored deeply. 

“I spoke concerning public matters, when. I 
said that I came not for a hostile purpose. If I 
have a personal errand, what is that to the 
Moorish rulers or their officers ?” 

‘And will not the personal interest affect 
likewise the public weal ?” 

Sir Iidefonse lifted his clear, honest eyes to 
the veiled countenance. 

“In truth, fairest princess, your words are 
mysterious and have no meanning for me. I 
am conscious of no evil intent, in any possible 
Way, to disturb or injure Moslem rule. I would 
scorn to play a spy’s part, even in the interest 
of my lawful sovereign.” 

“T believe you,” said she, presently. “If I 
did not I should submit you to the Cadi of the 
first town we enter, But speak of foreign sights 
—Basilio watches us.” 

“IT cannot conceive why I should be an object 
of suspicioh,” said Sir Ildefonse, a little indig- 
nantly. 

‘Noble minds do not know the subtle machi- 
nations of intrigue. You will be taught a little 
by this visit to Granada, or my fears are need- 


less,” answered she. 
you turn about and renounce the journey.” 

*Forbear, I pray you. I should go though I 
were certain danger lurked at every corner.” 

“You will remember the ring and the name 
of Prince Azim.” 

“Of a truth. And yet it seems needless. 
Can I not be safe, riding in your company ?” 

“We shall halt at the first town. It were best 
that you should mention this adyenture to no 
one—at least, in connection with my name.” 

«Ah, but I am as ignorant of that as possible. 
One may guess you are a personage of high 
rank. I have heard them call you the Princess 
Xina; but beyond that I know not, and I have 
not even seen your face.” 

There was a faint touch of reproach in his tone. 

“Itis better thus, Sir Knight. What matter 
for the face? It is the soul, the heart, which is 
the true character.” 

‘But the face is index of the character; the 
eye is the window of the soul,” persisted Sir 
Iidefonse. 

‘You wish to see my face,” said the lady, 
uneasily. ‘I doubt not, to one educated to 
mingle freely with female society, our Moorish 
customs and jealous reserve seem alike selfish 
and ridiculous. Sucha request might cost some 
foolish Mussulman his head—but to deny you, 
to whom I owe at once my life and safety, seems 
churlish, even to me. And yet—and yet——” 

Her voice faltered; it was evident she was 
extremely distressed. 

“T would you would ask any other boon of 
me. Basilio is angry already at this long. con- 
versation. I cannot raise my veil without at- 
tracting his notice, as well as that of the attend- 
ants. Why should you care to look upon these 
poor features? Let me give you, rather, this 
bracelet of linked gems, which are brilliant 
enough to win you the smiles of the fairest of 
your countrywomen.” 

She had raised the loose sleeve and was un- 
clasping the bracelet, when the knight made a 
hasty gesture of refusal. 

“Nay, nay,” said he, showing plainly how 
deeply his pride was wounded. ‘ Neither the 
friendship nor the aid of Ildefonse are to be 
bought. I pray you take back this ring like- 
wise. The diamond is costly, but it bears not 
half the value for my eyes that a single ringlet 
of your hair would possess. Let it pass, lady. 
Since it is your will, I will be content to know 
nothing concerning you beyond what your voice 
has told me. And that, indeed, is enough to 
convince me that you are young and beautiful 
and good, like the ideal image I have wor- 
shipped so long, but never saw in human shape 
before.” 

He fell back as he spoke, a little out of range 
with the horse she rode, and, turning his head 
aside, they rode on in silence many minutes. 
The lady was the first to speak. 

‘‘ Sir Idefonse,” said she, gravely. 

“Your highness commands my attention.” 

“Will you adjust this rein for me? it is caught 
on the gilded tassel yonder.” 

He guided his horse near enough to reach the 
silken strand and disengaged it. 

“Sir Idefonse,” spoke the Princess Xina, in a 
low, tremulous tone, *‘ forgive my seeming lack 
of generosity. To comply with your request, 
here and now, might endanger your life and 
compromise my good name. But you shall have 
your wish. Ten days from now cannot fail to 
find you in the city of Granada, On the morn- 
ing of the eleventh day, while yet the morning 
sun shines on the great key carved on the Gate 
of Judgment at the south entrance to the Al- 
hambra, come thou thither, and thou shalt meet 


“T am tempted to bid|a slave, who shall bow thrice, and ask, ‘Art 


thou he? ‘I am the bandit’s foe,’ must thou 
answer, and then the slave will lead thee on; 
follow fearlessly, and then and there shalt thou 
meet the Princess Xina unveiled.” 

“Many thanks, sweet princess. Pardon my 
persistence; but, indeed, it seemed to me I 
should miss the fairest sight in Granada if = re- 
turned to Spain and beheld thee not,” replied 
the knight, in eager gratitude. 

“Hide what I have spoken in thine own 


breast, and be less frankly outenoken. Remem- ; 


ber, thou art now in the land of Moslem.” 

While she said these words, the lady guided 
her horse toward that of Basilio, who was riding 
alone in gloomy dignity. 

‘‘Basilio, are we almost there? my nerves 
were less firm than I imagined ; I am well nigh 
exhausted.” pti 

‘Only a mile farther, and we shall reach the 
house of Ilbrahim. We will send for a litter 
then. My own head is whirling and spinning 
wildly, yet not so bewilderingly but I could 
wonder at the familiarity of the Princess Xina 
with this prying stranger, who comes from the 
land of the foe.” 

‘““He has been beguiling the tediousness of 
the way by his pleasant descriptions of foreign 
lands. He seems little like what thou hast 
taught me ofa Spaniard. Basilio, wherefore art 
thou so churlish? It is not like thee to with- 
hold deserved praise even from thine enemy ; 
and this man has saved us from a great mis- 
fortune, and is knightly and courteous, with a 
fearless grace, wonderful to eyes accustomed to 
Moslem warriors.” 

“Didst thou not declare him to be the one we 
have been warned about ?” 

“Truly ; and yet I am sure he comes not with 
the vile, treacherous purpose imputed to him. 
And thou art more angry now than I, and before 
it was the reverse.” 

“Aye, thou hast seen him now. It is this 
very interest of yours which disturbs me, prin- 
cess. You know all the madhess of my infatua- 
tion. You guess how speedily it would bring 
him to the bowstring and yourself.” 

“JT think I have been warned often enough, 
Basilio,” exclaimed she, hastily and petulantly. 
*Do not be forever reminding me of my galling 
slavery.” s 

The lonely road here took a sudden turn, and 
leaving behind it the woods and country, swept 
on around the base of a gentle, rising hill, and 
showed at no great distance cultivated fields 
and the gilded spires of a mosque. A few paces 
further and they beheld the brown and varie- 
gated roofs of a small village. 

“Allah be praised!” ejaculated more than 
one of the weary procession, taking fresh cour- 
age at the sight. 

In less than an hour they had all dismounted 
and entered the house of Ilbrahim, who came 
out followed by his long train of servants in 
gaping wonder at the sight. 

Xina sprang down from the knight’s horse 
and walked hastily into the apartments of the 
Seraglio, and was seen no more by her late 
traveling companions. Comfortable quarters 
were provided for them all during the night. 
Basilio was evidently a person of consequence, 
for an angry reproof from him checked at once 
the impertinent curiosity of the Moors when 
they beheld the Spanish stranger. 

He was more gracious and benignant himself, 
now that the princess was away, and offered to 
reward the Spaniard for his good services in 
their behalf the next morning. 

To which Ildefonse replied coldly : 

“‘There is no reward needed. I would have 
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done the same for my bitterest enemy when so 
sorely pressed. Peradventure thou mayest yet 
behold a Spaniard in distress. Then mayest 
thou pay whatever debt thou believest due. 
Yet, as thou likest, thou mayst give me safe 
conduct to Granada,” 

“Tt shall be done. I journey thither at once. 
Have no fear, for thou shalt be as safe as in 
thine own land.” 

“T should not fear, though an armed band 

, Waited at every turn,” replied Sir Idefonse, 
haughtily; ‘“‘nevertheless, I like not to move 
amidst broils and contentions.” 

“Is the lady ready?” asked he, presently, 
when the horses were again led into the court- 
yard ready for mounting. 

Basilio frowned. 

“The lady’s litter, well guarded, went on at 
break of day. It were not meet she traveled 
longer in our company,” answered he. 

‘I trust she has recovered from her fright 
and fatigue. I judged she was a person of high 
rank,” observed the knight, with a look of keen 
interest. 

“Tt were wise in you to forget there was a 
lady in the train. What is gallantry and polite- 
ness in Spain is insolence and impertinence in 
Granada, if it concerns a Moorish woman. 
Above all, the name of the Princess Xina is one 
to be most jealously guarded in Granada. You 
will never see or hear from hor again. I repeat 
that it is wisdom for you to forget her exist- 
ence.” 

Once riding along the magnificent country, 
Basilio forgot his moroseness, and pointed out 
the beauties of landscape and architecture lying 
in the way. He grew talkative, and showed 
a keen, ready intellect and a well-stocked 
mind. 

“You have spent much time at your studies,” 
said Sir Idefonse, in astonishment. 

“ Aye,” returned Basilio, ‘‘ and more with my 
experiments.” ; 

“You are a philosopher!” exclaimed the 
Spanish knight. f 

“An alchemist,¥ather. Yow will hear another 
title when you reach Granada. They believe 
that I hold the powers of light and darkness at 
my beck—those stupid, superstitious Moors. I 
am Basilio, the Magician of Granada.” 

“T have heard, then, of you. Even in Spain 
your name is spoken with awe.” 

Granada had never looked more like a city of 
enchantment than when the cavalcade of Basilio 
drew up in the roseate light of a glorious sun- 
set, and made a temporary halt; while from all 
sides echoed in joyful, rapturous tones : 

* Allah il allah! Praise to Mahomet! We be- 
hold our beautiful city again.” 

They had crossed the luxuriously green Vega, 
and beforé them, more wonderful than any 
painted picture of the imagination could ever 
be, bathed in that ineffable gold and crimson 
light, lay the cremated walls—the picturesque 
bridges and terraced gardens, domes, minarets 
and shining steeples, rising ever upward to the 
base of the great rock which upheld the far- 
famed Alhambra. Behind soared the summit of 
the mountain heights; below flowed the lovely 
waters of the Darro and Xenii. 

This Christian knight caught his breath in a 
quiver of reverent delight,’ and instinctively 
doffed his plumed hat. 

‘Well, here we are at Granada,” said Basilio. 
“Before we pass the gate I must vouch for your 
appearance. What shall I say is the object ofa 
Spanish knight’s visit to Granada, the stronghold 
of the Moorish king?” 

“Give me audience with your king, and I will 
spare you the task. I will make my own ex- 


J haughtily. 

“So be it. To the Alhambra at once. Ho, 
Akmet, go forward, and announce to the Grand 
Vizier that an illustrious knight desires audi- 
ence with his majesty the king.” 

They passed through the great gateway, and 
between its file of soldiers, by means of some 
countersign given by Basilio, and went slowly 
along the streets, followed at first by a gathering 
crowd, who were watching the strange figure of 
the knight with curious interest. 

At the outer building of the Alhambra, Sir 
Iidefonse was led into a handsome suite of 
rooms, furnished with baths, and every conve- 
nience for removing the dust of travel. A pair 
of mute Ethiopians attended him, and brought 
likewise a tray of refreshments. 

He had grown tired and weary of waiting be- 
fore any summons came; and then there was 
no sign of any of his companions on the journey, 
| not even of his faithful Alana, who must have 
been ushered into another apartment, if indeed 
he had left his horses, which he had seemed 
reluctant to relinquish into Moorish hands. 

So, alone and in silence, Sir Ildefonse fol- 
lowed his guide across the brilliantly lighted 
suites of rooms, each one seeming to unfold 
rarer magnificence as he proceeded. ° 

Do not fail to read our special and confidential 
offer to you, which will be found immediately 
following the story of “ The Wizard of Granada.” 
In this great offer we agree to give you a dollar’s 
worth of books absolutely free if you will send us 
only thirty-five cents for a year’s subscription 


copy of which is sent you herewith. This is the 
most extraordinary offer ever made by a reliable 
publishing house, and enables you to secure, 
absolutely free of charge, ten splendid books, 
which may be selected by yourself from the 
entire list offered, and the regular retail price 
of which is ten cents each or one dollar for the 
ten books. Do not fail to read this remarkable 
offer, which comes to you from an old-estab- 
Lshed and reliable publishing house, whose re- 
sponsibility cannot be questioned. 


CHAPTER III. 

Tue knight, used though he might be to sim- 
ple fare and rude scenes, walked behind his 
guide in grave composure. His alert eye lost 
none of the magnificence around him, though 
it seemed so cool and calm. At every arched 
portal a new guide started up, made a noiseless 
obeisance and led on, the other falling into the 
statue-like position of his predecessor. Sir 
Iidefonse noted that the color of their silken 
robes, and the hue of the gem which sparkled 
on each breast, changed with the suite of apart- 
ments, and when at length, after the magnifi- 
cent Court of Lyons, with its polished marble 
flooring, its wonderful arabesque and snowy 
pillars, its inimitable fountain flashing silvery 
cascades from the yawning jaws of carved 
lions, they came to a more intricately carved 
portal, where waited, like a bronze statue, a 
powerful Moor, with his bared arms crossed 


monds, the knight soliloquized : 

“I must be getting at the kernel of the nut at 
last. From pearl to ruby, from ruby to emerald, 
and now diamond. There’s no getting beyond 
diamond, I fancy; and, by St. Jago! it’s high 
time I were somewhere near this Moorish king. 
Do they think to overawe me by a sight of their 
wonderful Alhambra? I’ faith! These eyes be 
sooner blinded by glinting steel in a skillful 
hand. Ah, here we are! a royal sight, by my 

true blade !” 


planations,” answered Sir Ildefonse, a itt | 


to Tue Inuustrarep Home Guest, a sample | 


over a white satin vestment starred with dia- | 


The white-robed Moor had clapped his hands, 
jand at the signal, with a rich strain of music, 
the purple velvet curtains, which fell before a 
jlarge arched doorway, were gathered aside. 
The Moor waved his long wand, mounted with 
its emblematic key, and motioned for the knight 
to enter. Sir Ildefonse stepped forward fear- 
lessly, although the dazzling sight which burst 
upon him could not have been other than a 
great surprise. i 

He was in the famous Hall of Ambassadors, 
and the living tableau before him was more gor- 
geous than any picture. The richly wrought 
ceiling inlaid with mother-of-pearl, and gold 
and gems, the roof vaulted with exquisite grace, 
and rising sixty feet high to the top of the cu- 
pola; the innumerable chandeliers, like fairy- 
strung crowns of diamond light, flickering, 
scintillating, gathering and flinging forth in- 
numerable rainbows; the garlanded pillars, 
| a-bloom with the rich offerings of the regal flora 
of that genial climate. At another time all 
these must separately have claimed and charmed 
|his eye. But now they were taken in dreamily, 
as the fit framework for the brilliant group in 
the center of the room. 

For there on a golden throne set high on 

steps of polished marble of the most spotless 
white, was the Moorish king, and behind him, 
| the light of the countless tapers playing over 
their drawn blades of trusty Damascus steel, 
was a guard of giant blacks, whose polished 
|ebony limbs looked powerful enough to have 
strangled with ease the most ferocious lions of 
| their native jungle. 
The crown on the king’s head was ablaze with 
| costly jewels, and the royal vestments were stiff 
| with the same precious“ornaments, and such a 
gleam of lustre poured from them when he 
stirred, unstrained eyes might well blench and 
fall. 

On either side the throne was a group of 
magnificent, though lesser constellations. The 
courtiers and nobles of his suite all gorgeously 
arrayed, without doubt with the end to add to 
the imposing scene, and overawe the unsophis- 
ticated knight, who had ventured to the Moor- 
ish city. 

The attendant who had ushered him into this 
royal scene was still prostrated upon the marble 
pavement in humble adoration, but taking an- 
other step-forward, Sir Ildefonse doffed his cap 
and bowed calmly and gravely. 

“Speak, son of Spain, bold wanderer into the 
realms of the Moor. Wherefore art thou here? 
what is thy mission? It is the voice of Ismael, 
the king of Granada, which bids thee give truth- 
ful reply,” said a deep, powerful voice. 

“Thad heard of the beauty of Granada. Its 
fame made me restless to behold. I girded on 
my good sword, mounted my faithful horse, 
called my trusty squire, and came hither. Will 
your majesty deign to allow me time to behold 
the marvels which, indeed, were not half told to 
me?” 

Ismael’s bright, keen eye was upon the ealm, 
untroubled face. 

“ By the beard of my father! this is a strange 
story. It scarce looks likely that in these tronb- 
{lous times between Spain and Granada, thou 

shouldst have the temerity to come thus alone 
into our court for curiosity’s sake. How canst 
thou think we shall credit the tale, Sir Knight?” 

“ Because tongue of mine is unused to speak- 
ing words which can be doubted. The truth is 
very simple always. Itisfrand and deccit which 
has crooked ways and guileful speech. They 
Jaughed at my expedition as a mad freak, back 
there in Spain, and bade me farewell as though 

it were the last of me, but I came hither fear- 
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lessly. ‘ What,’ said I, ‘shall tne rulers of beau- 
tiful Granada prove so churlish as to deny for- 
eign eyes a glimpse? I believe it not. I will 
test their hospitality.’ True knighthood knows 
no other nationality than bravery and truth; 
with these I will ride forth dauntlessly and try 
my fate. Behold, King of Granada, I am here. 
Do with me as thou wilt.” 

While he spoke, Sir Ildefonse folded his 
arms, bowed again with a fearless blending of 
pride and humility, and waited for the king’s 
answer. A glance of irrepressible admiration 
passed from the king’s face to that of his band 
of courtiers. 

“Sir Knight,” said Ismael, with dignity, 
“from any other lips than thine such a tale 
would seem that of folly. But thou bearest a 
knightly grace which we would fain believe in. 
As I said before, these be dark times, and many 
rumors of invading forces come daily to us. 
We might naturally look closely that spies ven- 
ture not in our midst. Enough that we accept 
thy words for truth, until there is proof against 
thee. So thou comest truly in friendship, in 
friendship shalt thou be received. So thou art 
in the service of our enemy and come to spy 
upon our movements, thou shalt meet a spy’s 
fate. By the beard of Mahomet, thy heart’s 
blood shall stain the scimeter of my slaves, and | 
thy bones bleach before the gates of Gra- 
nada.” 

“Nay, your majesty. So Ildefonse so foully 
forgot his knightly honor as to be a spy for any 
cause, it should be his own sword which should 
first put an end to his recreant heart,” replied 
the knight, hastily. 

The king smiled, and exchanged a second 
glance of admiration with his courtiers. 

“Take thy freedom, then, Sir Knight, through 


the streets of Granada. We will give royal 
edict that thy path may be unmolested.” 

He waved his jeweled scepter. The guard 
closed about him, and slowly descending from 
the throne, the king passed away through an 
arched opening, and the purple curtains fell 
after him. 

The crowd of courtiers came toward the 
knight, and from among them, richly clad and 
jeweled like the rest, Basilio stepped forth. 

“Thou shalt be my guest, Sir Knight. I claim 
the privilege,” said he, eagerly. 

“Thou dost forestall me, sage Basilio,” said 
a rich, deep voice, and a young and extremely 
handsome nobleman, wearing jewels betokening 
high rank, came forward. 

There was something extremely winning in 
the latter’s countenance, and Sir Ildefonse list- 
ened eagerly for his name. He had a clear, 
dark skin, with bright, red cheeks and full, dark 
eyes veiled by long, silky lashes, and his long, 
glossy beard fell down over the rich, violet 
vestments. In the snowy folds of his turban 
sparkled a star of fine amethysts set around a 
large diamond. The hilt of his scimeter was of 
gold, studded with the same gems, and now and 
then as he moved, there came the glitter of jew- 
els from his hands, which were mostly hidden 
by the large, flowing sleeve of his doublet. Al- 
together, there was something at once jaunty 
and refined, which took the eye of the Spanish 
knight. 

“Tam loth to relinquish my guest even to 


Prince Azim,” said Basilio to the last speaker, 
with an air of profound respect. ‘Thou hast 
heard, my prince, how the knight journeyed in 
my train.” 

“As thou wilt, good Basilio; as thon wilt, 
Only be thou sure he receive generous and 
knightly treatment. By the beard of the Prophet, 
Sir Spaniard, thou hast a spirit which stirs me 


to admiration and shame. ‘Thou hast shown 
Granada a new spectacle, as well as gratified 
thine own curiosity. Wilt thou engraft some of 
thine own dauntless spirit upon our craven 
Moors ?”” 

So this generous, frank spoken youth was 
Prince Azim. Sir Idefonse looked at him with 
keener interest than before, and wondered what 
he was to the veiled lady, and had he heard the 
story from her lips? 

Most likely he was her lover, if not already 
her husband and lord. The Spanish knight 
could not understand why the thought gave 
him a twinge of pain. 

Basilio drew him aside under pretence of ex- 
hibiting the magnificence of the famous apart- 
ment, but he whispered, hastily : 

‘Keep silent about the lady. Dare not hint 
a word to Prince Azim concerning her pres- 
ence.” 

‘“Does the prince know her?” inquired the 
knight, eagerly. 

Basilio shook his head impatiently. 

“Allah forbid! It would be the worse for 
him as well as for you to know aught concern- 
ing her.” 

“She knows him, that is certain,” mentally 
repeated Ildefonse, taking courage at the 
thought. ‘But possibly only by reputation as 
one kind and generous to strangers.” 

He was not allowed to dwell upon the subject. 
The Moors gathered around him, eager to obey 
the king’s command, and give him hospitable 
welcome to Granada. 

Basilio extricated him at length by pleading 
his long journey and his fatigue. 

They left the Alhambra in company, and at 
the great portal Sir Ildefonse found his squire 
waiting with the freshened animals. 

Basilio’s mansion was within-a short distance. 
After refreshments had been proffered, the host 
ushered his guest into a luxurious suite of 
rooms, and left him at once to the rest he really 
needed, having called his attention to the fact 
that Alana, the squire, was to sleep in the small 
room opening from his own. 

Alana brought up the well-filled saddle-bags, 
and hunted up a few simple articles required 
for his master’s toilet in the morning. 

As soon as the door closed upon the host, and 
the even echo of his footsteps on the marble of 
the corridor died away, the honest squire turned 
to his master with a long-drawn breath. 

‘‘Holy Mother! Sir Idefonse, we’re really 
here, right in the very hive of these unbeliev- 
ing pagans, and we’re alive still!’ 

“What did I promise you, foolish knave? 
Alive, and why not? And we shall return to 
Spain, and be the heroes of every scene for the 
marvellous tales we can tell. Trust in your 
patron saint, and your good sword, Alana, and 
there shall be no harm come to you. Why 
should we fear, indeed? we come for no one’s 
harm.” 

‘But the secret mission, good master—when 
will that-be accomplished? I beg and implore 
we get out of this, while the bloodthirsty Moors 
are in good humor. I don’t trust them any 
quicker than I’d trust a serpent.” 

‘*Hush, knave! Have we met aught but gen- 
erous treatment? And about that mission, be 
silent as the grave. I know naught now. I 
have so little clue; but be certain I shall lose 
no time pushing cautious investigations. Hang 
up my sword yonder, where it is in easy reach. 
There will be no need, I am sure, and yet a 
good soldier should always have his blade at 
hand. Go now to thy rest, Alana, and forget 
not thy prayers for the safe accomplishment of 
our wishes, If thy bones are as well racked as 


| mine, thou wilt appreciate the down of these 
| Moorish cushions.” 

While he spoke, Sir Idefonse flung himself 
upon the yielding cushions of the low, bamboo 
couch, A soft, mellow glow was diffused through 
the room by means of a hanging porcelain vase 
in which floated the perfumed oil, a tiny saucer 
of alabaster bearing the wick. The vessel was 
suspended too high for them to reach. Alana 
glanced at it, shrugged his shoulders, and walk- 
ed into his own room leaving it burning, since 
there was no other alernative. 

Here he found another source of annoyance. 
The couch was a fixture and so placed that he 
could not look into his master’s room. He rem- 
edied the matter, soldier-like, by taking a pil- 
low, and lying down on the floor by the thres- 
hold. Alana had meant to be extremely vigi- 
lant and watchful to compensate for his master’s 
trustfulness, for the remembrance that they 
were -actually here in the heart of the Moorish 
city might well send a thrill of vague alarm 
through his mind. ° 

But Sir Ildefonse breathed tong and regu- 
larly, and the sound-in itself was soporific. 
Utter stillness, too, reigned throughout the 
place, and Alana was travel-worn and weary. 
He heard the chiming call from a neighboring 
minaret just once, then his stiff eyelids settled 
heavily, his own breath grew deep-drawn and 
stentorian, and he was so sound asleep it would 
have taken a roll of the drum to have aroused 
him. , 

Sir Ildefonse slept sweetly long before. The 
soft light in his room flung a silver glow over 
his noble face, with its gently parted lips, its 
tranquil, stirless eyelids. ‘The filtering rays 
gathered on the edge of his sword hung over him, 
and made a little scintillating stream of light, 
which waved along his glossy black huir like a 
caressing hand. 

The walls of the room were pure white, pan- 
elled in gilt, and a heavy wreath of stucco ran 
around the ceiling overhead. While the master 
was lost in his sweet and happy dreams, and the 
squire held fast by the potent spell of sleep, 
silently and suddenly a deeply projecting leaf 
dropped from its place in the stucco garland 
just in front of the couch. 

A moment after a burning, coal-black eye 
kept guard at the aperture. At the same in- 
stant, in the same soundless manner, a thick 
curtain dropped before the door of the squire’s 
room, and, despite his precaution, Alana’s eyes 
were cut off from observation concerning what 
was passing in his master’s room though he 
should open them. 

Full an hour that glittering eye kept its stir- 
less vigil, then it disappeared, while at the same 
instant a panel near the couch slid away, a 
dark-robed arm was extended and withdrawn, 
bearing away the clothing the knight had tessed 
carelessly upor a pile of cushions. 

Not many minutes had elapsed ere the gar- 
ments were returned. The same hand was fol- 
lowed by a tall, dark-robed figure wearing a 
black mask. It moved stealthily to the coach, 
and some potent drug was emptied beneath the 
calmly smiling lips of the sleeper, which, with 
subtle power, crept into the breath and bound 
the knight for the time more securely than any 
fetters, 

And above his head the good sword wavered 
and flashed its indignant light. 

The prying fingers made thorough examina- 
tion now, and at length those wild, fiersé eyes 
gleaming through the mask flashed triwmph- 
antly. 

In a narrow belt worn round the waist were 
concealed many precious gems, many pieces of 
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gold, but these were left untouched, while a little | 


roll of carefully written parchment was seized 
and berne away. 

Into an ante-room, at a safe distance from the 
knight’s chamber, the midnight thief hurried. 
It was a weird, uncanny looking place, hung 
with black draperies marked with blood-red 
cabalistic signs, and there were odd-looking 
vessels, crucibles and retorts, and all the out- 
landish ware of a laboratory scattered round. 

A brazen yessel filled with burning oil stood 
on a round ebony table. At this table stood 
the masked figure, unrolling the closely folded 
parchment he had taken from the knight’s hid- 
den belt. 

He read it with feverish intentness, and then 
flung it down with a fierce malediction. 


“The deceitful knave! So this is his inno- | 


cent curiosity. Oh, my misgivings were not in 
vain. Shall he come to undo my vengeance? 
To baffle my schemes? By Allah! no: He 
shall not babble this strange story throughout 
Granada. He shall never find the object of his 
search. I will end the matter this very night. 


He shall die. My arts must be poorer than of 


yore if I cannot satisfy the king and court con- 
cerning his disappearance. No matter; the 
first step of my safety is to secure his si- 
lence. There is but one way for that. I am 
not the Wizard of Granada to fail in drugs 
for kindly need. He shall sleep forever this 
night.” 


He spoke fiercely and rapidly; all unknowing | 
that another secret panel slipped away, that an- | 


other dark figure was watching every move- 
iment; he flung down the parchment and strode 
away into aninner laboratory and was presently 
at work with his vials there. 

This second intruder stepped noiselessly to 
the table, seized the parchment, read it care- 
fully, dropped it and retreated. 

Basilio’s house was full of mysteries ; there 
were secret passages through all the rooms, and 
unsuspected outlets through massive stone 
walls, The Wizard of Granada believed that he 
alone was the master of their cunning secrets. 
Yet this second dark figure walked fearlessly 
and securely, even though doors were bolted 
and windows stoutly barred, and passed out 
through a covered underground passageway 
and emerged into the starlight near the Alham- 
bra gate of Judgment. There the black mask 
was lifted as though the wearer were panting 
for air, and for one brief instant a face was lift- 
ed towards the starry, silent skies in passion- 
ate entreaty, while a pair of large, magnetic 
eyes flamed a fierce light through blinding 
tears. 

“At last! at last judgment is coming! The 
skies are not deaf. Basilio, your hour is at 
hand!” ejaculated a woman’s voice, in choked, 
suffocated tones. 

Thon the mask was resumed, and the dark 
figure hurried on. 

Something like an hour afterward, the noise- 
less panel again admitted a visitor. Basilio 
had left the mask this time. His dark face 
was wild and fierce, his eyes rolling angrily, 
his sallow check ghastly pale, his lips set say- 
agely. 

He bore a small vial with a bright red liquid 
within it, and, bending over the sleeper, he was 
about to pour its deadly miasma where the 
knight must inhale it, when a light touch on his 
arm made him start and turn in alarm and 
amazement. 

“Prince Azim!” stammered Basilio. 

“Aye, Basilio, Prince Azim. And wilt thou 
tell me why I am dragged forth, just as I was 
seeking my couch, and wherefore I find you 


here in the chamber of Granada’s knightly 
guest ?” 

The sound of the low, impressive voice seemed 
to arouse Basilio to a sense of the danger of his 
position. He thrust the fatal vial into his 
breast, and, seizing Prince Azim’s hand, drew 
him hastily through the panel, which closed 
voluntarily after them. 

“Hush, come away, I beseech you, lest you 
waken master and man, both of them,” whis- 
pered he, and swiftly led the way to a sumptu- 
ously furnished reception room, where ‘he 
lighted the lamps, busying himself in attending 
to the room to gain time to meet the exigencies 
of the case. 

At last he flung himself upon the pile of satin 
cushions, and turned a gloomy face toward his 
unbidden guest. 

** Well, Basilio,” said the gay, ringing voice, 
as the bright, dark eye searched his pallid fea- 
tures, “‘you have not told we yet why I am 
dftagged thither.” 

**You should best be able to answer that, your 
highness. It is I who am astonished as well as 
aggrieved. My zeal in behalf of Granada made 
me anxious to ascertain the object of this Span- 
iard’s coming. I have a magic spell by which I 
meant to obtain that knowledge for the king. 
You disturbed me in the midst of it. How you 
were admitted, why you came, is a mystery to 
me.” 

“Are you really a dealer in the black arts, Ba- 
silio? I know they call you the Wizard of Gra- 
nada, and yet my faith has hitherto been small. | 
Allah defend us! May it be there is such a 
thing as taking hold of the mystic links to the 
unknown world of spirits so they can cross to 
you, as well as you call upon them? I was 
roused by a dreamy, shadowy apparition. | 
Hist, Basilio, I will tell you what it is like. A 
thin, oval face, not without grace and strong 
marks of beauty, a pair of dark eyes that burnt 
into me like lightning flashes, waves of stream- 
ing hair, glossy and long, but dripping with 


brine, the whole with that unearthly look as if | 


it had risen from the water from a restless 
grave.” 

Basilio’s pale lips had parted, his eyes grew 
horrified and awe-stricken at this description. 
Tnstinctively he put up his two hands as if to 
ward off a well known ghostly dread. 

“You saw her?” gasped he. 

“Aye, I am sure I saw her, and I cannot for- 
get it; but it vanished in a moment, while a 
voice cried: ‘Arise quickly, fly to the house of 
Basilio; there is murder in his heart. If you 
would save the Spanish knight, fly; the way 
shall be plain before you.’ And so I hurried 
forth. An unseen’ hand, icy cold, was laid on 
mine to guide me. Doors opened for mein the 
solid wall, panels slipped away mysteriously. I 
walked like one in a dream and found you, Ba- 
silio, bending over the knight.” 

“‘T was trying my spell of enchantment,” said 
Basilio, working his conyulsive lips with desper- 
ate energy to compel them to articulate the 
words, and turning his face away from his com- 
panion’s gaze. 

* By the beard of the Sultan, Basilio, do not | 
try that spell again, ifI.am to be disturbed in 
this fashion. I would rather face a dozen war- | 
riors armed tothe teeth than that dead, ghastly 
face.” 

Basilio shuddered. 

“Tt is very strange ; I cannot fathom it,”’ mut- 
tered he. 

“Take my advice, Basilio; give over your 
dark practices. So you peer too closely into the 
uncanny mysteries of the ghostly realm, we 


shall yet hear of your being carried away, soul, 


body and all. If I am to be linked in the mat- 
ter in this uncomfortable fashion, it behooves 
me to keep watch over you. The Spanish knight 
becomes my guest in the morning, and, look 
you, Basilio, no more spells. You are responsi- 
ble to the king tor his safe appearance. Now I 
will return, and if you please I'll go out the 
ordinary way under mortal guidance!” 

Prince Azim rose as he spoke. Basilio fol- 
lowed his example, and courteously led the way 
down past the sleepy guard, who rubbed theii 
eyes in astonishment while they unlocked the 
massive doorway to give them egress. 

“Good night, Basilio; you will see me early 
in the morning, and I must find my guest in 
good health and spirits,” called out he as he 
stepped out into the air. 

Basilio went back to his laboratory and flung 
himself down prone upon its black marble pave- 
ment. 

“Foiled, foiled!’ muttered he. “And by 
what?—by whom? A terrible, terrible dread is 
upon me. That gay-hearted boy told’ the tale 
too artlessly for it to be feigned, and he was 
never in my house before. He came by the 
secret entrance, led, as he declares, by an icy, 
invisible hand, and he saw a face that looked as 
if it had risen from a watery grave. Avaunt, 
avaunt dread ghost! Sleep, sleep in peace, 
murdered Anita! your vengeance works. Oh, 
powers of light and darkness, can the deed 
come back to haunt me?” 

A terrible dread, a frenzied excitement took 
possession of him. He lay there grovelling, 
hiding his face, rolling too and fro in agony 
more than an hour. Then suddenly springing 
to his feet, he strode to the cabinet, seized a 
flask and poured out a generous glass of wine, 
forbidden to faithful Moslem lips. He drank it 
off, and filled a second glass, his hand growing 
steadier, his face gaining color. 

“T will not be daunted yet. I will compass 
my plans by other means,” muttered he. and 
calling the slave who was never allowed to enter 
the suite of astrologer’s rooms, he went away to 
feverish and perturbed slumber. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

At unconscious of the slender thread by 
which his life had hung, Sir Ildefonse sprang 
up with the early morning sunbeams. His head 
was a little heavy, but the draught of fresh air 
he inhaled, as he leaned from the window, en- 
joying the rare beauty of a garden filled with 
strange and brilliant blossoms, and the delicious 
bath restored him to his usual enviable health. 

Alana, hearing him hustling around, came in, 
looking ashamed and self-convicted. 

‘* Hark, there are summons without ; open the 
door, Alana, and stand not like a block.” 

It was a slave, who beyt nearly to the floor in 
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profound obeisance, nodding his turbaned head 
till the heavy folds of gilt cloth seemed ready to 
fall. He held a silver tray in his hand and on it 
lay an ivory tablet. 

Sir Idefonse took it and read: 

‘“The early morning wooes you forth, brave 
knight of Spain. Come, ere the dewirop has 
forsaken the rose, ere sluggish eyes are un- 
closed. Prince Azim waits to breakfast with 
the guest of Granada. The slave will lead the 
way.” 

The knight was well pleased and only hesi- 
tated a moment. 

*‘Where is Basilio? I am ignorant of Moorish 
customs; will he take offence ifI go in obedi- 
ence to this summons? Stay, I will leave the 
tablet to explain.” 

He handed the tablet to the slave, and pointed 
toward his fellow who leaned without. ‘For 
Basilio.” The latter nodded intelligently. 

“The Wizard of Granada still slumbers, but 
he would wake if it were needful. He bows to 
the illustrious will of Prince Azim. Come with- 
“out fear.” 

Sir Idefonse carefuly girded on his sword; he 
had previously taken care to notice that his belt 
was safe about- his waist, and beckoning to the 
squire, followed the lead of the ebony guide. 
There were only a few tradesmen and country- 
men in the streets, and these had little opportu- 
nity for staring, for the Ethiopian led through a 
private covered passageway, and they were 
speedily in the banquet room of Prince Azim. 

The young nobleman rose from a divan piled 
with luxurious cushions of pale pink silk richly 
fringed with silver, and came forward to meet 
them with that same peculiarly bright and lumi- 
nous expression of countenance. He looked 
the beaming impersonation of all things glad 
and buoyant. 

“Welcome, welcome! gallant knight, to the 


home of Azim of Granada. I need not ask if 


you slept well in the grim haunts of our learned 
Wizard, for I read on your face that you are 
greatly refreshed.” 

While he spoke he clapped his hands, and two 
slaves came forward wheeling a second rose 
colored diyan, upon which the knight was 
courteously placed, just opposite his youthful 
host. A single breath upon the gold whistle, 
and two lovely maidens glided in, bearing silver 
basins of perfumed water, and snowy towels 
fringed with gold thread. Their dextrous 
fingers took gently the hands of master and 
guest and laved them in the water, and then 
dried them with the towels. This done, with 
graceful obeisance they rose from the kneeling 
posture, and bore away the basins, returning in 
a moment to the tune of some invisible lute, 
swinging censors which left silvery clouds of 
delicious perfume floating in the air. 

After which came the breakfast. Two oval 
tables of bronze were wheeled before the divans, 
and the same girls brought dish after dish of 
savory viands, interspersed with tiny opal 
bubbles which held but little more than a spoon- 
ful of the most delicious coffe. Prince Azim 
trifled a little with each plate brought to him, 
and watched with evident gratification the 
knight’s zest and enjoyment. 

“Will it not be something to remember, my 
prince, this breakfast with you?” said Sir Ide- 
fonse gaily, as he sent away the fairy coffee-cup 
for replenishment; ‘sometime when JT am 
bivouacking on a battle-field, maybe, longing for 
a dry crust of bread, it will seem like a banquet 
with the fairies. Many’s the time in my wan- 
derings I’ve rode all day and night without 
tasting food.” 

“Tell me about some such scenes. You see 


how like a doll Ihave lived. It shames me to 
the very quick, now that I look upon a true 
knight, anda brave man,” said Prince Azim, 
with a tide of crimson deepening the bloom of 
his cheek. ‘‘You do not guess how my heart 
leaps out to you. I read your character at once ; 
tell me all you have seen of battle and adven- 
ture and brave knightly prowess.” 

Sir Idefonse was charmed by so winning and 
courteous a listener into many a long story of 
adventure, and though he modestly kept his 
own achievements in the background, it was 
easy to read how brave and honorable fame he 
had won. 

“ And even of late, while in Basilio’s train, you 
met with some adventure,” said Prince Azim, 
drawing a long sigh. ‘I heard some hint of 
it.” 

“Nay,” answered Sir Ildefonse, “it was noth- 
ing, a mere brush-like pastime. I would you 
could in your turn enlighten my ignorance; 
there is much in Granada that is strange to me. 
Who is this Basilio? There is anodd sensation 
in my heart when I look into his eyes ; I cannot 
tell whether I detest or venerate him.” 

Prince Azim started. 

‘Another proof of the singular assimilation 
of our minds ; itis even the same with me. He 
is a wise man, very deeply learned in mystic 
arts, but I cannot be sure that I honor or esteem 
him. Mind thou, my Spanish friend, to keep 
clear of him, as much as may be. That is the 
advice of a true friend—such may you ever find 
in Azim.” 

“Yes, [am sure of it,” replied Sir Ildefonse, 
warmly. ‘It is singular that I was reeommend- 
ed to your friendship, even before I saw you.” 

“How could that be, I pray ?” 

“An unknown lady to whom I was able to 
render a trifling service bade me appeal to you 
in case harm threatened me from my wild ex- 
pedition to Granada.” 

The prince started. 

“You saw her! It could be but one,” he ex- 
claimed, eagerly. 

The knight shook his head sorrowfully. 

““No, I did not see her; I know naught con- 
cerning her, beyond her name. Canst thou tell 
me something concerning the Princess Xina ?” 

His host started nervously, and looked down, 
biting his fresh, red lips impatiently. 

“My friend,” said he in a mournful voice, 
“that is a name no one in Granada dares speak 
lightly. It was wise in you to forget that you 
had heard it.” 

“But if one cannot forget,” asked Idefonse 
impatiently, “if it is impossible ?” 

“Tt must be possible. We are all compelled 
to find it so. Noone isa keener sufferer from 
the cruel decree than myself.” 

‘Tt is all a mystery ; is there no one who will 
speak out plainly?” continued Sir Idefonse in 
an irritated voice ; ‘ will no one tell me who she 
is, this mysterious Princess Xina ?” 

‘“No one,” answered Prince Azim, “ will dare 
to speak of her, as no one dares to look upon 
her face.” 

**T will ask the king himself!” exclaimed the 
knight, resolutely. 

“Rash man, forbear! it would cost you your 
head !” exclaimed Prince Azim, springing from 
his couch impetuously. 

But Ildefonse was smiling softly, recalling 
the precious promise he had received. 

“Tt is already the eleventh day; I shall see 
her myself if she keeps her promise. I will go 
presently to the gateway pointed out to me as 
the gate of Judgment; I will fear nothing. I 
would fight my way step by step before I would 
give up the privilege,” he repeated mentally. 


His host evidently believed his thoughts had 
wandered away, for he said: - 

“Now, then, we will plan the entertainment 
of the day—I will take you over every pleasant 
nook in Granada.” 

Iidefonse roused himself from his abstrac- 
tion. 

“Grant me this boon, I pray you; I have 
scarcely recovered from the sights of yester eve. 
Give me this day in peace and quiet, to roam 
unmolested where I will, To-morrow I will be 
in readiness for your kind attendance.” 

“So be it, then. Take your freedom of this 
house of mine ; I ordered your horses and your 
servants to betaken care of here. Here you can 
come, when it pleases you, for rest, for recrea- 
tion, for friendship and protection, alway.” 

The gracious benignity of his manners touched 
the knight deeply. 

“Prince Azim,” he said, “if it lies in my 
power I shall repay this generous delicacy. If 
fate wills that I shall only receive bounty, still 
will I accept it freely in the chivalrous spirit 
with which you offer it. Truly have youspoken, 
that we are kindred spirits ; I acknowledge and 
respond to the spell which unites us.” 

He held out his hand as he spoke, and Prince 
Azim clasped it eagerly. They separated then 
to their respective ways. 

Iidefonse, flinging about him a Moorish cloak, 
according to a hint of his host’s, walked forth 
into the streets, which were growing noisy with 
the increasing crowds. 

The palace of Prince Azim was so near the 
Alhambra he had no trouble in finding the great 
gate. Remembering the lady’s figurative lan- 
guage, Sir Idefonse looked up eagerly at the 
great key embossed over the gateway; it was 
bright with the morning sunbeams. Even while 
he was gazing, a gray robed slave touched his 
shoulder. 

“Art thou he ?” 4 

‘Tam the bandit’s foe,” replied the knight, 
feeling his heart flutter as no royal pomp or 
bandit threat had been able to stir it. 

«Follow, then, till thou findest a steed ready 
caparisoned, then mayest thou proceed alone 
on the pathway to the right,” said the gray 
robed slave, turning while he spoke and leading 
the way through street after street, until they 
had left bebind the bustle and noise, and en- 
tered a peaceful and quiet retreat—stretching 
forth into garden after garden of myrtle and 
blossoming shrubs, varied here and there by an 
uplifting fountain or a gilded kiosk, but grow- 
ing wilder and more deserted looking, as they 
proceeded. 

They reached at length a little nook, as iso- 
lated as though it were placed in the center of 
a desert, for on one side frowned a precipitous 
hill, and on the other stretched upward a mag- 
nificent grove of closely embowering trees. A 
saddled horse was fastened to the low bramch of 
a slender juniper. 

The guide made a quick, significant gesture 
toward it, turned, and quietly withdrew. 

Sir Iidefonse flung off the Moorish cloak and 
turned swiftly to the right. He had passed but 
a short distance, when forth from a glossy hedge 
emerged a graceful figure, uncloaked, unveiled, 
and waiting forhim. A glad light broke over 
his face as the great majestic beauty of that no- 
ble countenance was turned upon him. She 
was all that he had pictured her—a grand, mag- 
nificent woman, such a one as alone could com- 
mand and captivate his fancy, could reign queen 
of his heart. She was dressed in simple ele- 
gance. A rich velvet violet robe, free from em- 
broidery save at the shoulders, where was 
wrought in gold thread some device indicative 
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of rank. Her superb hair, glossy and dark aa 


the raven’s wing, lightly plaited at the ends, 
swayed about her shoulders, undecorated save 
by the small, golden coil, which was more like a 
Greek cap than a turban. A string of priceless 
pearls bearing an amulet wound about the snowy 
throat, and a similar wreath of ocean’s costly 
blossoms twined about her exquisitely moulded 
arms. ‘ 

She came forward to meet him with stately 
grace, although a slight flush of excitement that 
was half pride and half maidenly shame, burnt 
scarlet on her cheek, as he sprang forward, and 
unconscious of the daring act, stretched out 
both presumptuous arms toward her. 

“Princess Xina! Atlast I behold you. All 
the holy saints be praised that i have met you, 
in truth !” cried the knight. 

“Sir idefonse, Knight of Spain, I have kept 
my promise; you have received a favor few in 
Granada can boast. It is my grateful return for 
your brave deliverance,” said she, in clear, 
sweet tones, shaken by a little tremor. ‘ Wel- 
come, Sir Idefonse, to the retreat of Princess 
Xina!” 

She turned as she spoke, waving her fair hand, 
as a signal for his attendance, and walked swift- 
ly between a row of myrtle trees, pausing at a 
narrow marble flagged walk where two bronze 
warriors kept guard by battling with huge crys- 
tal swords, whose flash came from a gush of 
pure water rising from some unseen fountain. 
The twin streams joined in a single arch, be- 
neath whose diamond spray one must pass who 
followed the walk. 

The princess turned back an arch look, 
stooped her stately head and passed under the 
shower. 

“JT would not hesitate were it fire or blood!” 
exclaimed Sir Idefonse, and followed valiantly. 
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CHAPTER V. 

On either side the path were now a-bloom 
carefully tended flowers. Odorous roses nodded 
their blushing faces, white and pink, and blood- 
red, overrunning gilded lattices. Great lilies, 
lustrous with milky whiteness. Flakes of scar- 
let fire, lapping their gorgeous tongues from 
glossy green foliage. Stalks of clustering blue 
of an intense hue outvying sky and sea. Great 
patches of yellow, more golden than the ore of 
the richest mine, all were mixed in dazzling 
profusion, rioting in bewildering fragrance. 
But Sir Idefonse heeded them only as natural 
accessories of her presence; his eye saw only 
the queen of the place passing onward to the 
small kiosk. 

It was a simple place, furnished with a deli- 
cate teste. A square of white Persian carpeting 
with a border of pictured sea shells covered the 
marble floor. There were only two divans, piled 


with white silk cushions with pink silk tassels. | this sweet solace, if she will only say that her 
A gilded cage swung with the movements of a| hopes, her prayers, go toward the success of 
pair of singing birds. Two splendid vases held | my undertaking.” 
more gorgeous treasure, and on the tiny stand| The silken, jetty eyelash had fallen shyly tc 
was a silver waiter, piled with a tempting pyra-| the crimsoned cheek, the red lips were wist- 
mid of fruit. ful and tremulous, the royal air had given place 
The princess seated herself with a little trem-| to girlish shyness, and the princess was only 
ulous sigh, and motioned for her companion to| the tender, gentle woman, as she replied: 
do the same. ‘From the depths of my heart, Sir Idefonse, 
““We have an hour,” said she, taking up a|I can give you that assurance. It was not in 
silver hour-glass and turning its gilded sands | vain that I saw you flashing upon me as from 
back. ‘Its expiration must find us both far] the clear skies, like a youthful demi-god, with 
from this spot, or it might cost us both dearly.” | your gleaming eyes and your sweeping blade, 
“ But I may come again,” cried out the knight, | that day in the lonely woods when the fierce 
eagerly. bandit’s grip was on myarm. ‘If such good 
She smiled mournfully. fortune were possible for me,’ upspoke my 
“Already craving further indulgence? You| heart, ‘here comes the hero of my dreams.’ 
dream not at what risk this interview is ob-| And there has been nothing to gainsay the as- 
tained. Nay, Sir Knight, it were well that you| sertion since.” 
should understand that this is the last and final 


interview. You behold the Princess Xina for | his lips reverently to the white hand. 


the first and the last time.” 


“Itis enough. I will conquer this mysteri- 


‘Then let me perish here at once,” cried out| ous fate,” he said proudly. 


the knight, in a tone of keen anguish. “‘Ikhnew 


* Alas! you are in the land of foes, and dan- 


before I looked upon your face that I had met} gers lurk on all sides. Beware of Basilio. 
my destiny. That you were the star to claim] And, oh, hide this temerity as you would 
all my aspirations, the one woman queenly and_| shield your life from reach of the king’s knowi- 
high and grand enough to win the love of Ilde-} edge.” 


fonse. Tell me not my ardent hopes are to be 
blasted.” ; 

The princess had started up from the cush- 
ions crimsoned to the very temples ; the attitude 
was proud and indignant, but the beautiful face 
was soft and tender as the ‘dark eyes beheld the 
impassioned, truthful countenance of the Span- 
ish knight. She held up her two fair hands in 
solemn gesture. 

“Hush, oh, hush! Let me wound no more 


“Itis the king I am to feaz, then, most of 
all?” questioned the knight. 

She bowed her head in answer. 

“Are you his slave, his betrothed ?” demand- 
ed he, in a husky voice. > 

Her eyes flashed upon him their indignant 
| splendor. ‘ 

“‘T cannot marry him, but he has sworn a sol- 
emn oath I shall look kindly upon no other liv- 
|ingman. Hush, speak not anotherword. What 


pee || ; 
noble hearts. Let me be spared the grief of} power has thou to wring so much from me? 


piercing the knightly spirit. Would that thou 
hadst never met me. Put me forever from thy 
houghts. Thou couldst sooner win a bride 
from the clutches of the grave than hope to gain 
the hand of Xina.” 

‘What is impossible? Oh, hear me. I have 
a heart strong to endure, an arm tireless to win 
its way. I am of noble birth; of that I have 


| Look !” 

She pointed to the glass whose golden sands 
were dwindling into a shining speck. 

“Go, go—delay is fatal—fatal alike to me and 
to yourself. Fly, I beseech you.” 

While she spoke she tore her hand away from 
him and pointed imploringly. 

“For this once Lobey. But I must see you 


Sir Idefonse knelt before her and touched — 


been assured. A good heritage has mine own|again. Send me the same sign when I may 
good sword won for me. What obstacle lies in / venture hither again. Iam with Prince Azim.” 
the way so I can win thine own consent, sweet| ‘He isa trusty friend where once his sym- 


lady? Show it to me that I may hew it down.” 

She shook her fair head with sad earnest- 
ness. 

“Tt is hopeless. Ask me nothing, but believe 
that fate is inexorable.” 

“T cannot. Iwill not accept that answer,” 
cried out Sir Idefonse, passionately. ‘All my 
life long I have found that what I strove for 
with all my heart and soul, I won at last. 
Shall it fail me now that I seek the crowning 
glory ?” 

The princess looked into his kindling coun- 
tenance with sad and earnest eye, and a soft 
glow a moment on her face. 

“Nay,” said she at length. “ How can you 


refuse to credit my words? There are enough | 


to tell you the same. Have you not found the 
name of the Princess Xina a forbidden sound ? 
Aye, even for the king’s favored courtier, for 
the heir of the throne, for Prince Azim him 
self.” 

“The prince loves you too—I guessed it. We 
are strangely alike. He lacks my resolution, 
my flaming will that conquers adverse cireum- 
stances as it shall conquer these, whatever they 
may be,” cried out the daring knight. 

“So bold of heart ?” repeated the princess, in 
amazement. 

“Aye, lady, so resolute also of will. I will not 
despair if the Princess Xina will give me but 


pathies are enlisted,” said the princess, thought- 
fully. “‘He may be of use against the malig- 
nity of Basilio; but to hinder the king’s wrath, 
so you were hapless enough to arouse it, he is 
like a straw. Oh, be cautious, I pray you, 
especially upon this mysterious errand which 
has brought you to Granada, which has so kin- 
dled the wrath of Basilio.” 

‘You hinted your knowledge of that before,” 
said the knight, eagerly. ‘Let me give you a 
frank explanation.” 

“I dare not wait longer. The king returns 
at this next hour; he may call for me any min- 
ute.” 

** Another time, then. I shall count the min- 
utes until [look upon your face again.” 

*Importunate! imperious!” said Princess 
Xina, with a frown, but there was a tender smile 
on her lips. ‘I told you this was a farewell. 
You guess not at what a risk you have obtained 
this favor. The whole Alhambra would be 
aghast to know that the strange knight had 
looked upon the unveiled face of the Princess 
Xina. Be content and go.” 

Content! Does one who has basked im sun- 
shine consent to go back to perpetual darkness? 
Will the lips that have tasted of ambrosia re- 
turn willingly to coarser food? It is by no com- 
mon chance that we have met, noble princess. 
Believe me, our lives touch closely. Whatever 
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warring elements lie between they must 
blend at last.” 

He spoke eagerly, confidently, a noble zeal 
shining in his eye, a worthy pride curling his 
lip. 

The princess followed his words with breath- 
less interest. She clasped her hands, lifted her 
eyes upward a moment and then sighed deeply. 

“Would that I could have faith like thine. 
Alas! a powerful willand a mighty sceptre inter- 
pose. Once more I implore you to go. I will 
find means to leave a summons for you in your 
apartment at Prince Azim’s if I judge it well or 
wise for another meeting.” 

Sir Idefonse saw that she was really alarmed 
and anxious, and turned at once. 

“Farewell, then, for the time, sweet lady. 
Far be it from me to wish to disturb your peace 
of mind,” he said. 

The princess waved her hand to him, and 
vanished through theinner doorway. The knight 
walked slowly and thoughtfully away, aware 
that the same slave who guided him to the place 
was waiting at the outer entrance to guard, as he 
judged, against any interruption. The Spanish 
knight passed him and walked back to the house 
of Prince Azim. His host was at the Alhambra, 
the servant informed him, but had left strict 
orders that all his wishes should be attended 
to. 

Ildefonse was by no means displeased at this 
opportunity for self-communion. He sat down 
by a lovely arched window which gaye him a 
glimpse of blossoming shrubs, a dozen fountain 
jets flashing up againgt the clear blue of the sky, 
a garden kiosk, and beyond a bit of the inimita- 
ble landscape of Granada. And quieting Alana’s 
curiosity concerning his absence, he leaned his 
head upon his hand and fell into a deep revery. 
It was not all a lover’s roseate vision ; there were 
stern and startling thoughts, many bafiling and 
vexing conjectures. Through it all, however, 
the man’s singularly resolute, sanguine nature 
kept firm trust in the ultimate success of his 
hopes. 

But upon his secret quest he had as yet made 
no single step forward. He knit his brow fierce- 
ly, recalling the princess’ hint concerning Ba- 
silio’s antagonism. 

“Wherefore should it be?” he asked again 
‘and again, and resolved to watch the Moor more 
closely when they met again. 

The opportunity came speedily. In the after- 
noon Basilio made-his appearance. He came in 
smiling and gracious. . 

“Thou hast run away from my hospitality, 
Sir Knight, but it is our coaxing prince whom I 
must chide. I promised to give thee proof of 
my claim to the name they give me, to show why 
Iam the Wizard of Granada. I give an exhibi- 
tion this very afternoon. It may please thee to 
come. At least, thou wilt be entertained by the 
rude delight of the gathered crowd. Thou mayst 
learn much concerning the Moors thereby.” 

‘Many thanks. If Prince Azim returns to 
accompany me, I shall gladly be present,” re- 
plied Ildefonse. 

Just a perceptible shade crossed the wizard’s 
face. 

“Tt saw the prince at the Alhambra. The 
king will scarcely spare him again to-day. Ifit 
would not vex the waiting crowd I might post- 
pone it; but better to come now with me, and 
leave word for Prince Azim, even as you took 
leave of my house this morning.” 

“In truth, no. I like honest, open dealings 
if it be possible. I told the prince I should re- 
main here in quiet; I declined his. offer of en- 
tertainment; it would be capricious to accept 
yours instead. Ichoose that he shall find me 


. 


here when he comes,” returned the knight, 
calmly. 

Basilio’s hand, under the loose folds of his 
garments, was clenched till the long, sharp nails 
were buried in the flesh, but he kept his coun-| 
tenance smilingly serene. 

“Let us hope, then, for Prince Azim’s speedy | 
return,” said he. 

“ Behold how events answer your wishes, wise | 
Basilio,” said a gay voice. ‘Azim is here. 
What will you have of him ?” 

“Tn truth you are right welcome,”’ cried Ide- 
fonse, rising eagerly to meet the speaker, who | 
came lightly across the threshold of the outer 
door. “ This wise man promises us more enter- 
tainment this afternoon.” 

* That is well planned, most learned magician. 
Then I trust you have pardoned me for stealing 
away your guest. .At what hour shall we come? 
for you will not be churlish enough to refuse 
me an invitation likewise for the exhibition of 
your marvelous skill,” replied the-prince, toucb- 
ing his lips to the silver whistle. 

Basilio endeavored to conceal his annoyance, 
but there was an involuntary tinge of asperity 
in his tone, as he replied: 

“The. populace gather in an hour hence. I 
fancied it might entertain this stranger to wit- 
ness my feats of magic. You honor me too 
much by your condescension, prince.” 

“'Tpen let us have refreshments now, and we 
will present ourselves shortly.” 

The entrance of the banquet girls diverted 
the conversation, and presently Basilio took 
leave. 

The moment he disappeared the prince 
dropped his merry smile, and turned to the 
knight: 

“ You did well,” said he, ‘‘ to wait for my com- 
ing. Beware of trusting yourself alone with 
Basilio anywhere, at any time.’” 

“YT faith!’ replied Sir Ildefonse, ‘and my 
good sword were with me, I would not fear the 
chance !” 

“But his subtle magic is more powerful than 
any sword. He has spells they say, to unnerve 
the stoutest arm, to paralyze the bravest heart!” 

‘**T wonder much that he tried not his powerful 


ther in an odd way respect and admire Basilio. 
The strange man is poring over his musty parch- 
ments, or stirring weirdly in his crucible, mid- 
night after midnight. He spares not himself, if 
he be unmerciful to others. You will be safe in 
my company. Daring as he is, he will not offer 
harm to Prince Azim. Besides, Iam puzzled 


| by this animosity of his. I would fain study his 


books, and read his thoughts while you are by. 
Let us go, by all means, and think not you are 
to see any childish show. You will be filled with 
profound astonishment and admiration, I prom- 
ise you!” 

The prince spoke to the chief of the servants 
as he passed through the yestibule some unin- 
telligible words, but the knight guesséd their 
drift, when he saw some half-a-dozen of the re- 
tainers come forth and follow quietly behind 
them. 

“He is really in earnest in his belief,” thought 
the unsuspecting knight, ‘and yet I cannot 
think Basilio would work me harm,” 


cian’s door of all ranks and ages, and of either 
sex, though the women were wrapped up as 
closely as mummies, and closely veiled. 

The prince was evidently well known in 
Granada, for there was a low hum upon his ap- 
pearance, and every turbaned head was bent in 
profound respect, and the path was instantly 
opened for his approach to the house. 

The doors were barred to the multitude, but 
noiselessly unfolded before these invited guests. 
A tall, splendidly-formed Ethiopian stood at the 
inner entrance with a gilded basket in bis hand. 
He did not appear aware of the presence of the 
prince and his companion, but as the crowd fol- 
jowed, Idefonse, who stood looking back, found 
that his wary eye took good heed that every one 
admitted¢hrew a coin into the basket. 

‘So that is the secret of Basilio’s ample re- 
venue,” observed the knight. 

‘His experiments are costly,” returned the 
prince, ‘as you will see.” 

They were ushered into a long room, evidently 
prepared as a hall of exhibition, filled with 
benches and carefully darkened. The hangings 
around the walls were of sable hue, and of some 


They found a large crowd before the magi- . 


spells when the bandits overpowered him,” ob-| heavy, cumbersome cloth which fell in stiff 
served Ildefonse, sarcastically. folds like flutings. From an iron chain, drop- 
The Moorish prince gave a clear, mellow laugh, | ping from an ebony hand seemingly reached 


a stranger. I have done him no harm; on the 


but then said, gravely : 

““My friend, wily men are only mortal when 
taken at a disadvantage, but on their own ground 
they are more powerful than a dozen honest, 
open-faced foes. Remember that I have warned 
you to beware of Basilio. Trust him not, eat not 
his food, drink not of his cup.” 

‘‘T have been warned of him before. Already, 
and I only two days in Granada, I have been 
thrice warned against him. By my word, I have 
a mind to tax him to his face with the accusa- 
tion, and demand to know what it means. Iam 


contrary, [have saved him from the bandits. 


through the upper ceiling, hung a bronze lamp 
| whose flame had a blue, uncanny shade. 

At one end was a long table, likewise draped 
in the black cloth, and empty of all things ex- 
| cept a crystal globe of what seemed water. 

A raised seat canopied with a silken curtain 
was set apart from the motley audience. To- 
ward that the prince and his companion were 
| directed by a slave fancifully dressed to repre- 
sent a water sprite. When all confusion from 
choosing seats had subsided, there came a low, 
| wild burst of melody, which to every listener 
seemed to have been breathed into his own ear 
| alone. Despite his resolute skepticism, Sir Iide- 


Why should he be an enemy of mine?” 

‘‘ Why, indeed?” returned the prince, calmly, 
in response to the kuight’s impetuous speech, 
“and yet itis so. You say you have received 
other warnings. If you have not full faith in my 
friendship, trust to the others, whatever it may 
be, and believe that quiet watchfulness is the 
best safeguard against the wizard’s cunning 
spells.” 

“Yet you choose to go there to-day ?” 


spectacle? The man’s learning is wonderful. 
There is something fiercely grand in his charac- 
ter which one must admire. While I would foil 


his evil plans, I somehow do not hate, but ra- 


“Yes; why refuse you a vastly entertaining | 


fonse started and looked hastily behind him. 
Turning suddenly, as a deep, mellow voice 
spoke, there was Basilio standing behind the 
| table on the raised platform. There was no 
| door near him, there had been no sound of rust- 
ling garment or faintest echo of footstep, but 
there he stood, and Ildefonse had not realized 
| until then how fine and commanding was his 
figure. His tall, admirably proportioned form 
was rendered more majestic by the long black 
garment, something partaking of the nature of 
tunic and mantle, which trailed its jetty fringe 
on the floor. It was belted at the waist by a 


| golden serpent. whose eyes seemed instinct 
| with life as it moved slowly to and fro, while 
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| 
now and then the blood-red tongue was thrust | Prince Azim was a universal favorite. He col-| the ivory tablet in his hand, every line faith- 
forth with a low, hissing noise, which made} ored, but bowed his acknowledgment. While | fully copied. 


puted. The name, after all, is of little account. | mysterious shade rather than a real person ;| was an exquisite, octagon room in the seraglio } 
many of the nervous women shrink back with a| he had thus engaged the attention of the prince, 


; mi ilio.” : z ilding. 
v ives it i sy to take a | from her alone I may learn concerning Basilio.” | part of the great bui g 
“Tnshalla! It is wonderful!” ejaculated Where one has good motives it is easy to take a | fro y 


low shriek. An antique helmet of jet. with a red 


caba. stic sign embossed in front, crowned his| snow-white ivory tablet was all that was left.) “It 


Basilio passed the basket to the knight. A| Prince Azim. 


| 5 F : ; 
t is truly miraculous!” returned Sir Ilde- 


head, and his flashing black eyes beneath made | Ildefonse took it up and admired the exquisite | fonse. ‘‘ May I have it, worthy Basilio? It will 


him truly seem like some mighty conjurer who 
« held the powers of darkness at his beck. 


He bowed gravely at the audience, then waved | glowing like fire was written in Spanish : 


his hand thrice over the globe of water, bent 
down just far enough to send a breath into it, 
and straightway it bubbled and seethed, rising 
into a white column of foam, which subsided, 
and lo! there was the globe filled with many 
species of water insects, with gold-fish glancing 


to and fro, even delicate sea mosses crept along | while he did so the fiery letters faded out, the 


the crystal walls, and flung out their dainty 
sprays upon the water. 

Amurmur of admiration rose from the gazers. 
Basilio did not seem aware of it. He stood for 
a moment like one ina trance. Then flung up 
one hand and pointed to one end of the room. 
Slowly a spot of light was perceptible, it grew 
luminous and soft like a full moon. The wizard 
smiled with a wild, exultant light flashing from 
his eyes, and again pointed. This time a low 
ery of mingled delight and astonishment showed 
the intent observation of the audience. Magi- 
cally it seemed—a bed of flowers had taken root 
in the are of light. Steadily and visibly the 
stalks pushed upward, the leaves unfolded, the 
buds swelled, fluttered, burst forth into blos- 
soms of brilliant hue and perfect shape. The 
air was filled with a delicious aroma. A shout 
of transport showed the childish enjoyment of 
the gazers. 

Basilio seemed entirely unaware of any other 
presence than the angelic individual spirit to 

whom he gave commands. He waved his hand 
once more. The flowers vanished, and a spark- 
ling sea waved and rippled around a rocky 
coast. 

Suddenly a white-winged ship came drifting 
across the billows. Right on its path rose a sea- 
god with dripping hair and uplifted trident. 
Thrice waved the trident, and Neptune sank to 
his watery home. But his spell was working. 
The waves rose higher, foam-drifts swept across, 
the ship drove desperately forward, reeled, 
plunged, rose again, and then sunk, 

One horror-struck woman, whose son was afar 
on the water, burst into wild sobs beneath her 
veil, whereupon the sea-view vanished and a 
grotesque, grinning, smirking harlequin ap- 
peared, changing again into a wild animal, 
whose rolling eyes and quick spring sent half 
the spectators in terror from their seats. 

The performance was varied.' He knocked 
mysteriously upon the table, and an egg popped 
through in answer. He took it up, breathed 
once or twice upon it and broke it open, where- 
upon a bird sailed up into the air, and perching 
on a bench began twittering merrily. Many 
strange feats followed, wonderful to Sir Ilde- 
fonse with his varied experience of juggler and 
magician in all countries, but perfectly magical 
to the ignorant crowd of Moors. He passed 
around the room with a wicker basket in his 
hand, which he held up and: downward, and 
shook violently to prove there was nothing in 
it, but on presenting it to the gaping crowd, one 
took from thence an orange, another a cluster 
of grapes, a third a plump fig, and gay ribbons 
and amulets, and an endless variety of trinkets 
followed. By the time he had reached the 
prince and his companion the basket was again 
empty. He held it forth, however, with a smile, 

and the prince, putting in his jeweled hand, 
drew forth a crown of gilded wire. A shout of 


untarily, and the effect was startling. In letters 


“Beware! forego your quest. It is hopeless, 
and will cost you your life. Beware!” 
Ildefonse lifted his eyes to the face of the 


as a baby’s. 
He passed the tablet to the prince, but even 


tablet was left as pure and unstained as at first. 
His renewed breath produced no effect. 
‘Well,” soliloquized the knight, “it may be 
a very pretty trick, but it will not change my 
resolution.” 
Basilio walked back to his platform, bowed, 
and vanished as mysteriously as he had first 
appeared. 
The crowd accepted this signal for their de- 
parture, and slowly filed out into the street. 
Prince Azim motioned to Sir Ildefonse to re- 
tain his seat. 
‘* He will come back to us. The rarer exhibi- 
tion is withheld from the vulgar crowd. He can 
turn a man into stone as it were, take away his 


that you have only to inhale. He can send fiery 
darts of pain into your muscles, and, most won- 
derful of all, he has a spell whereby the sun it- 
self obeys his mandate, and paints for him, 
more perfectly than any artist can do, whatever 
;image he desires. His learning is wonderful.” 
‘He comes again,” observed the knight, with 
keen interest. ‘‘See yonder!” 
A black fluted curtain unrolled and disclosed 
the wizard standing in a small apartment whose 
roof was entirely of glass, through which the 
sunshine poured in a golden flood. Various 
odd-looking instruments stood beside him. He 
had changed the black garment for one of daz- 
zling whiteness, thickly besprinkled with span- 
gles, from which the light glanced in little rivu- 
lets of splendor. In all that wealth of sunshine 
he fairly dazzled their eyes, and looked, as he 
intended, like a high priest of the sun, with a 
high helmet of burnished gold upon his head. 

**T have waited for the vulgar crowd to dis- 
perse,” said he, “that only my illustrious visi- 
tors might witness the sublimest effort of my 
art, Behold, I have woven a spell by which 
yonder far-off orb becomes a minister of my 
will, a servant to obey my commands. You shall 
behold. Prince Azim, and most honored knight 
from Spain, advance and take your seats upon 
the couch yonder, keeping such quiet as be- 


of polished metal shall show your perfect like- 
nesses as you sit before the mighty sun.” 

The guests obeyed. Basilio went through 
many mystical motions, muttered unintelligible 
words, and presently announced that his incan- 
tation was finished, and the spirit of the mighty 
Sol was present. 

Sir Ildefonse, believing it all mummery, 
smiled somewhat sarcastically. But his doubt 
was changed to wonder and delight when Ba- 
silio handed him the sheet of metal, and he be- 
held, perfectly pictured there, like the reflection 
of a mirror, stamped mysteriously on the plate 
was the divan and its two occupants. Not the 
slightest detail was lacking, from the peacock 
plume in Prince Azim’s turban to the diamond 


applause rose from the quick-witted crowd, for 


mind from him by a wonderful subtle liquid | 


polish. His warm breath played over it invol-| be a priceless memento of Granada.” 


“Tt is thine,” said Basilio, biting his lip im- 
patiently as he looked down at the picture, 
| ‘and yet it may not prove much satisfaction to 
you.” 

He left the room 2 moment and went tearing 


wizard ; it was calmly tranquil, as unconscious| down a corridor, stamping his foot angrily, 


while he muttered: 

“Why does it baffle meso? Why can I not 
discover the one process necessary to make the 
whole perfect? Oh, sleepless nights and weary 
days that I have spent, and allin vain! Basilio 
| were forever immortalized, so he could discover 
| the one ingredient needed to preserve the pic- 
ture from fading into blackness. But I will have 
it yet—I will have it yet!” he muttered fiercely.” 

He went back in as benign humor as when he 
first greeted them to enter the saloon and par- 
take of refreshments. 

But the prince was anxious to return to his 
palace, and Sir Ildefonse quietly followed his 
lead. They took leave then, with many thanks 
for their entertainment. 

“Well,” said the Spanish knight, when’ they 
| were once again safely in the saloon of Prince 
Azim, “harm has not befallen me, but you were 
right. Basilio has some unknown reason for 
| hating me. Iread it to-day. His shallow arti- 


questioning. Can it bethat he has read the-——” 

He paused abruptly and grew thoughtful, 
leaning his head on his hand, seemingly quite 
forgetful of his companion’s presence. 

“T slept there the first night. I remember 
now my wonderment at the deep slumber which 
| held me all the night long. He is skilled in all 
mysterious drugs. Whatif he had searched, if 
he had found——_” 

“Tf you bore any explanation of your errand 
hither, any secret instructions about your per- 
son, be sure that Basilio’s keen eyes have read 
every word,” said Prince Azim, quietly. 

Sir Idefonse started, knit his brow angrily, 
and then exclaimed : 

‘He cannot frighten me with his fiery letters 
of warning ; I will be on my guard with the evil- 
minded wizard, but I shall not falter one in- 
stant from my purpose.” 

“When you choose to make me a confidant, 
when you have need of my assistance, I am 
ready to be a true and faithful friend to you,” 
said the youthful host in a calm, serene voice. 

** Believe me, I shall come to you first of all,”” 
replied Sir defonse, warmly. 

“You can trust me, since I need no assurance 


comes those for whom such fiery rays are work- ; that one of your noble and knightly character 
ing. When my incantation is through, this bit | comes not on a foul, treacherous errand.” 


“Nay, rather on one of mercy, although un- 
fortunately it needs delicate management and 
secret investigation. I want to be put upon the 
track of one Manuel Montez, a Spaniard who 
left Madrid, near upon eighteen years ago. I 
have made what inquiries I could, but no one 
knows aught concerning him, and yet we had 
good proof that he was in Granada scarcely a 
year ago. There is an old man, feeble and 
wretched, back therein Spain, praying for death 
to spare him until my return. For his sake I 
am impatient at every moment’s delay.” 
“Manuel Montez,” repeated the prince, 
thoughtfully. ‘I am sure that I never heard 
the name here in Graftada, Are you certain he 
was here a year ago ?” 


buckle of his shoe. There was Ildefonse with 


“Our evidence of that fact cannot be dis- 


| fice of the tablet gives me proof beyond need of 


‘. . 
new name. I have an accurate description of 


‘«« From her,” cried Sir Idefonse, eagerly. “Is 


The pavement was of squares of pure white 


his person. To tell the truth, this Basilio an-|it a Voman—a young girl? ifso, my object is; marble, alternating with another richly veined 
swers to it well, but I have been assured ¢hat he attained, my quest ended.” 


is of Moorish origin. Now that Ihave discovered 


his anger at my errand, I suspect him hugely | eyes, but shook his head. 


either of being Manuel Montez himself, or an 


accomplice interested to prevent the discovery | sure it is a living being at all. But I can learn 


of the wretch.” 

“He had committed some great crime, this 
Manuel ?” said the prince. 

* Aye, a dastardly crime, that not only struck 
its deadly blow at the heart he hated, but which 
foully wronged the innocent.” 

“TJ will help you find him. It is true that we 
have always considered Basilio a Moor. But 
now that I think closely about it, 1am not sure 
there are any proofs of it. I know that he is 
thoroughly versed in Spanish history as well as 
entirely at home in its language and customs. 
I guessed long ago that he was a luke-warm 
Mohammedan. I never heard of any.relative of 
his; he seems a solitary, isolated being, which 
would be unlikely so he were a Moor. You 
hunt him up for punishment, to avenge the 
wrongs of that dying old man you spoke of ?” 

“Nay, rather to compel him to give what res- 
titution is possible. I told you the innocent 
were involved. He may give a peaceful death- 
bed yet to my poor old friend, my noble bene- 
factor. It was in that hope I volunteered my 
services to search of Manuel Montez.” 

“If it be possible you shall find him. Then I 
suppose you would bid farewell to Granada at 
ence and forever.” 

Sir Ildefonse’s eyes were turned away in a 
dreamy, absent look, while a slow smile softened 
and brightened his face. 

“JT should go at once,” replied he at length, 
“ yet cannot promise I should stay away.” 

“There are attractions for you, then, in our 
poor city?” questioned the prince. 

Sir Ildefonse smiled again as he replied: 

“ Granada will always be beautiful to me, for 
the star which rose upon me here.” 

The prince was silent a long time. 

“Tf it should prove that this Manuel Montez 
is Basilio himself, you will have a difficult task 
before you. He is a powerful man, master of 
many subtle devices, and much reverenced by 
the people, as well as valued by the king. I 
am at a loss to know how you would move.” 

“His deep research into science and learning 
give him a hold upon the ignorant people. it 
was really admirable, this performance we wit- 
nessed to-day. The picture was most wonder- 


The prince looked at him with wondering 
“Tt is not a young girl. Sometimes I am not 


of Basilio. Let me gonow. Make yourself at 
home in the house of Prince Azim, and trust 
him for a true friend,” he added, as he rose to 
leave the room. 

Do not fail to read our special and confidentiai 
offer to you, which will be found immediately 
following the story of ‘‘ The Wizard of Granada.” 
In this great offer we agree to give you a dollar’s 
worth of books absolutely free if you will send us 
only thirty-five cents fora year’s subscription 
to Tue InuusTRATED Home GuEsT, a sample 
copy of which is sent you herewith. This is the 
most extraordinary offer ever made by a reliable 
publishing house, and enables you to secure, 
absolutely free of charge, ten splendid books, 
which may be selected by yourself from the en- 
tire list offered, and the regular retail price of 
which is ten cents each or one dollar for the ten 
books. Do not fail to read this remarkable 
offer, which comes to you from an old-established 
and reliable publishing house, whose responsi- 
bility cannot be questioned. 


CHAPTER VI. 


Prince Azim entered his palanquin and was 
borne swiftly by its turbaned bearers toward the 
private entrance of the Alhambra. When there, 
he dismounted and passed into the great build- 
ing. A sentinel standing at the door made him 
a profound obeisance, and then gave a quick, 
significant gesture. The prince looked anxious, 
and hurried through a passageway, where he 
was met by a tall eunuch. 

“The king has'called for the Princess Xina, 
and no one can find her,” said the eunuch. 
‘His majesty is very impatient.” 

The prince hurried on, and was met hy the 
chief of the seraglio. 

“The king is unusually fretful, and impatient 
of detention. Where has the princess gone?” 
exclaimed he, hurrying up to the new-comer, 
and speaking in a confidential, though respect- 
ful tone. 

“*T saw her palanquin at the house of Basilio. 
She is too daring and venturesome. Sometime 
she will try the king’s temper too severely, and 
it will be the ruin of all of us.” 


ful. Tobetaken thus ina moment so faithfully. 
It quite passes my comprehension.” 

While he spoke the knight produced the pic- 
ture. He uttered an exclamation of dismay as 
he looked at it. There was only a plate of dense 
blackness, the picture had faded or been buried 
beneath the inky pall. 

Prince Azim looked at it with a melancholy 
smile. 

“That is Basilio’s great trial. He does not 
grasp the true key yet. His pictures will not 
last. If the sun obeys him as he declares, it 
likewise mocks him and takes back what has 
been given capriciously. It were a precious for- 
tune, so he could hold the picture perfect. But 
I shall be looked for at the palace. Rest quietly 
here to-night. Iwill put trusty men upon the 
scent, and if this Manuel Montez is to be found 
in Granada you shall be brought face to face 
with him.” , 

« And if Basilio proves to be the man ?” 

“J will work cautiously, but you shall still 
obtain your wish. There is one, only one, a 


“Could you go and divert his attention a little 
time, your highness ?” 

‘*‘Nay ; I will find Xina, rather,” answered he, 
and hastened away. 

Scarcely more than fifteen minutes passed ere 
the unusual flutter and excitement among the 
seraglio rulers was dissipated by the appear- 
ance of the princess. 

She stopped to speak an encouraging word to 
the chief eunuch. 

“Nay, good Domo, do not look so disturbed. 
I stayed a little beyond my time, I grant you, 
but I have arrived at last. Azim has scolded 
me, and that is enough punishment. But even 
had I failed of coming, the prince would have 
exonerated you from blame, and confessed to 


with purple. A fountain bubbled from an ala- 
baster vase inte a marble basin, whose edge was 
filled with soil in which violets were blooming. 
The walls were hung with purple silk, looped 
away here andthere with heavy gold cord, to 
show the rich arabesque and quaint letters of 
some Koran text. Only two couches, piled with 
velvet cushions of the same royal hue were in the 
room, and those drawn up at an arched win- 
dow, from which, loyelier than any picture, one 
beheld the matchless scenery of Granada. 
There were hanging lamps of gemmed gold, 
and golden baskets heaped with flowers of 
every hue, and on a massive golden salver, on 
the one table, was heaped a pyramid of fruit. 
Reclining among the cushions of the larger 
couch, with a bunch of grapes beside him, the 
princess found the king. 

She came forward unhesitatingly, bowed 
twice, and with crossed arms waited for him to 
speak. ‘ 
The dark eyes of Ismael wandered over the 
bright, beautiful face, the queenly figure, with 
a fierce, intense, passionate gaze. 

**Xina,” said he, ‘‘I sent for you, and I have 
waited long.” 

“Ah, yonr majesty, I crave pardon. I did not 
know it. I had wandered away from the obser- 
vation of the seraglio chief. I was close at 
hand, and yet they knew not where to find me. 
What can I do for you, my king?” 

Ismael held out his white, jewelled hand, and 
motioned to the pile of cushions bofore the 
couch. 

The girl came to them unhesitatingly, sat 
down there, and took in hers the thin, white 
hand, looking anxiously into the dark, troubled 
face and the brightly gleaming eyes. 

“You are ill to-day, your majesty,” she said, 
in a low voice, dropping her eyes before his im- 
passioned gaze. 

“Aye, my heart is on fire—Xina, Xina, I can- 
not conquer it. I love, I adore you. Have 
done with the idle address of ceremony. Call 
me not your king, Xina, I who long to throw 
'myself at your feet. Oh, Xina—Xina, if only I 
could dare to marry you, how gladly I would 
fling away my sceptre and descend even from 
this throne of Granada to attain it. -For I loye 
you, I adore you, Xina!” 

‘* Hush, oh, Ismael, hush,” cried the princess, 
in a voice of deep distress. ‘‘ You know it must 
not be; it cannot be. The sacred teachings of 
the Koran, the laws of nature itself, must not be 
set at defiance.” 

The king groaned and covered his pallid face 
with his hands. Then, removing them sudden- 
ly, he said, fiercely : 

“Tt is not nature’s law ; else why is this con- 
suming fire in my heart? You knowI turn with 
loathing from the caresses of the most beautiful 
ones in the seraglio, though I have sought to 
find attraction there. Itis you, only you, Xina, 
who reign queen of my heart, my thoughts, my 
very life. Ihave tried pleasure; I havé tried 
ambition; I haye tried every form of excite- 
ment; and I cannot tear my thoughts from you, 
not for a single day or hour.” 

“T am sorry,” said the princess, still trem- 


the king that it is by his means I get this larger 
liberty. In which saloon awaits his majesty?” 
“In the violet-room, my princess; hasten, I 
pray you,” replied the eunuch. 
She smiled gayly, caught up a satin mantle 
heavily fringed with silver, which one $f the 
slaves brought and vanished. The violet-room 


bling and dropping her eyes to hide the slowly 
gathering tears. 

“If you would let me go away, Ismael, it 
might be different.” 

‘Go away—and make another happy? No, 
no, I swear by the beard of my father, by the 
holy name of Mahomet, that shall never be. 


‘me, Xina.” 
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What I long for, but dare not take, shall be kept 
sacred from all others. You shall never leave 


The princess sat with drooping head and 
crossed arms very still and pale. 

“Do you love another? Holy Mahomet! it 
turns my blood to molten fire only to picture 
such a thing. Speak, girl, answer me; do you 
love any other ?” 

His hand seized her arm with a cruel grip; 
his cheek was deadly white; the perspiration 
stood in drops on his forehead, and his burning 
black eyes flamed upon her with all the fierce- 
ness of a maniac. 

Xina raised her drooping eyelids slowly and 
looked at him sadly, praying inwardly that the 
thrill which stirred her heart might be be- 
trayed by her face. 

“How many times have you asked that, 
Ismael, and how often have I answered nay ? 
Be generous to me in this little. You are king. 
I am subject, slave, and must obey. If it is 
torture for you, may it not likewise be anguish 
for me?” 

“Inshallah! I am cruel, my precious one. 
Look up and smile. Let me enjoy that at least. 
Tell me, Xina, what can I do to please you ?” 

He bent forward as he spoke and smoothed 
down a glossy tress straying over the broad, 
white forehead. 

Ske looked gravely and wistfully into his 
face. 

“ Alas, sire, there is but one thing thou leay- 
est me room to desire—my liberty.” 

The king shook his head. 

No, Xina, that cannot be. That much of my 
power I will not use. While it is possible [ will 
forbear the rest. Give me credit for the self- 
control. Allah helpme! It is like holding down 
a volcano.” 

There was a few moments’ deep silence The 
king strove to dissipate the gravity of the noble 
face, and spoke in a gayer tone. 

“Where hast thou been to-day, Xina? I saw 
your litter go forth and fluag my blessing after 
it.” 

**T have seen Basilio,” answered Xina. 

** How cometh on thy lessons? It is well thou 
ttakest such enjoyment in his learned studies. 
There is not another man in Granada, though 
his beard were white with age, to whom I’d dare 
confide thee. But Basilio is wrapt in his studies, 
and has only thought for them. Inshallah! I 
tried him one day, and he could not say were 
thine eyes colored like the raven’s wing, or 
tinged with the blue of a summer sky.” 

‘Basilio is deeply engrossed in his science. 
He cannot grasp the secret for which he longs. 
At least, long and patient research and experi- 
ence fail him thus far. So he succeeded, his 
name would go down to posterity and even im- 
mortalize Granada. Who is Basilio, your maj- 
esty? Was he born in Granada?” 

“Tn truth I knownot. Mohammed Abenazar, 
my royal father, knew him, and recommended 
him to my patronage. He has served me faith- 
fully, most of all in his care of you, my Xina. 
He has taught thee to excel all my nobles in 
wisdom, as thou surpassest every Moorish 
maiden in beauty. Oh, Xina, Xina, if thou wert 
only the daughter of the poorest noble or peas- 
ant in Granada, how quickly the Alhambra 
should rejoice for its queen.” 

He was bending toward her, his face glowing, 
his eyes flaming. 

Xina drew back gently but decidedly. 

“Thou art feverish and restless, Ismael. 
Let me sing thee to sleep.” 

* As thou wilt, only thou must remain by my 


The princess knelt down, lightly resting her 
fair hand on his, and began a low, soothing 
hymn. Her yoice was rich and deep, but she 
did not raise it to high notes, her only object 
being to calm and soothe. 

Presently the glittering eyes lost their fever- 
ish glare; the red flush paled on his dark 
cheek; softly and slowly, but steadily, his eye- 
lids fell, and in half an hour he was fast asleep. 
Then the rich voice ceased. Xina cautiously 
disengaged her hand, rose from her kneeling 
posture, and began walking to and fro, with 
bowed head and drooping eyelids, through 
which the tears slipped quietly and dropped 
unheeded on the silken mantle. 

Without she heard the measured tramp of the | 
guard, keeping faithful watch around the king’s 
retirement. Within was only the splash of the 
fountain, and the calm, even breathing of the 
sleeping monarch. 

Bitter and angry emotions seemed to gain 
possession of her, for her cheek grew hot, her 
breast rose and fe!l in quick pulsations, and her 
eye turned fiercely toward the still figure lying 
amid the purple cushions. 

Once a fierce smile curled her scarlet lip, and 
she drew out the gemmed, gold-set dagger 
thrust into the golden girdle around her waist, 
and looked at it questioningly, with a wild sig- 
nificant glance toward the unconscious king. 
Then she shook her head, shuddered and threw 
the dagger from her. 

When the king awoke she was sitting beside 
him, cold and pale and calm. A summons to 
the Hall of the Ambassadors gave her release, 
and she fled away to the seraglio department, 
into which Prince Azim had access, and from 
which the latter presently emerged, looking 
very grave and anxious, 

“If Princess Xina could learn nothing from 
the king,” murmured he, ‘“‘ what hope is there 
that Prince Azim will obtain aught to break the 
tangle from Basilio himself? I must call upon 
the ghostly woman to help me. I will set the 
signal which she promised should bring her 
to my presence at the midnight hour.” 

The prince did notreturn at once to his home. 
He visited several elderly members of the Moor- 
ish nobility, and industriously sought for some 
proofs of the presence of Manuel Montez in the 
city of Granada. Butallin vain. He returned 
home thoughtful and grave, but not discour- 
aged. 

“T knew the strange, midnight visitor. was my 
chief hope,” he said. “I. have faith that she 
will aid me to keep my promise to this noble 
knight.” 

Accordingly, at dead midnight, Prince Azim 
stood in silence leaning against the pillared 
vestibule at the entrance of his palace, and was 
startled when a dark figure glided up to him, 
and a hand was laid warningly on his. 


you have?” said a sad, weary voice. 

I would speak privately with you. 
I need your help,” answered the prince, leading 
the way to his private apartment. 

Once there, he extinguished tho lights, leay- 
ing but one feeble flame to dispense its dim ra- 
diance, and motioned the closelg-veiled, care- 
fully-cloaked figure to take a seat. 

The veiled head bowed acknowledgment, al- 
though the courtesy was not accepted. 

“You need me,” exclaimed the stranger—‘‘ for 
whom ?” 

“For the Spanish knight sojourning in Gra- 
nada,” replied the prince, prompily. 


*“ Come in. 


**T am here; you have called me; what will | 


ing Basilio’s evil intentions. What further need 
can there be ?” 

“He comes to find one Manuel Montez. Some 
secret intuition assures me that you can point 
him out to me.” 

There was a little moan of pain, and the veil 
fluttered as from a gasping breath. 

“Who is this knight? Why has he taken up 
this quest?” demanded the unknown. 

“T know not. I have not pressed his confi- 
dence.” 

“TI must know before I can answer. Where is 
he now?” 

“ Asleep upon his couch, without doubt,” re- 
plied the prince. 

«Let me see him; let me look upon his face, 
and read what is written there.” 

There was a wild eagerness in the voice which 
made the prince say, doubtfully : 

** You would read only what is good and noble 
—promise you would not harm him.” 

“ Have I not already saved him from Basilio’s 
evil intent? I ask only to see my way clear.” 

Come, then, lightly. I will lead you to his 
door, and you may look upon his sleeping face. 
I bade him bar his door, but he refused.” 

Taking a small lamp in his hand, and lighting 
it from the other, the prince motioned the un- 
known one to follow him. The prince had 
taken care to have the servants of the house 
safely asleep, and they passed noiselessly and 
unmolested to the chamber of the knight. 

The prince drew back at the door and allowed 
his mysterious companion to proceed. 

Sir Idefonse slept peacefully. The light of the 
lamp carried in the intruder’s hand showed his 
tranquil face. One arm was flung carelessly up- 
ward, and the loose sleeve had been pushed 
away so it was bare to the elbow. 

The gazer gave a violent start, set down the 
lamp, and bent over the arm. A small arrow 
piercing a heart was pricked into the skin with 
some indelible liquid. The arrow was red ‘and 
the heart black. 

As the wild eyes peering through the veil per- 


| ceived this, a convulsive trembling came over 


the whole form. The veil was flung aside by a 
quick, impatient hand, the same worn, strange- 
ly interesting, mournful face that had emerged 
from Basilio’s house on that first night was 
bent down close to Sir Iidefonse’s unconscious 
countenance, while his brow and hair and 
features were examined with a strange blending 
of delirious joy and passionate grief. 

“So noble, so handsome, so grand! And 
come hither on this quest. Oh, wonderful, 
mysterious. fate!” murmured the quivering 
voice. 

Then an angry glare gleamed out from the 
large, dark eyes. 


Twice accursed, how steeped in crime would 
have been his haughty soul! ButI spared him 
that horror. And this is he. Oh, how I have 


ing, and it has come at last.” 

She fell down upon her knees, the tears pour- 
ing over the wasted checks, her breast heaving 
with uncontrollable agitation. 

The sobs, so close beside him, accomplished 
what her careful entrancé had avoided. Sir 
Iidefonse woke suddenly, and opened his eyes 
upon the kneeling figure, the agitated voice be- 
side him. 

He sprang up, demanding in astonishment: 

““Who are you? Why are you here?” 

She turned paler still but smiled mournfully. 


There was a quiver of agitation in the voice 
whic spoke next. 


side. Thou must hold my hand in thine.” 


“How is that? I gave you warning concern- | 


“Tama friend, the best friend you have in 
Granada. I came to look upon your sleeping 
face, meaning not to awaken you, or leave a 


“And Basilio would have murdered him. - 


yearned and longed for and dreaded this meet- . 
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vestige of my visit. And yet it may be as well 
otherwise.” 

“T know you not. Inever looked upon your 
face before,” exclaimed the astonished knight. 

“The more the pity ; and yet I am your friend. 
LT alone of all Granada except one, and he would 
kill rather than help you.” 

‘It is very strange,” stammered Sir Ildefonse. 

“Aye, it is all strange, a mysterious tangle; 
and yet it is soon unravelled. You come from 
Spain. How left you the Count Montholio?” 

‘The count—you know him then?” said the 
knight, more bewildered than ever. 

“Aye; I knew him once. 
he sent you hither to find his lost treasure ?” 

“Can you help me?” demanded Sir Ide- 
fonse, seizing her hand. 

“T can, and I will,” in a solemn tone. 

“May all the saints bless you!” ejaculated 
the knight. ‘Can you show me that villain ? | 


can you point out Manuel Montez to my good | 


sword ?” 
**Did you come for revenge, or for restitu- 
tion? In your benefactor’s name, I ask it.” 


“ For restitution, first of all; but methinks it | 
would fitly end the matter if that dastardly | 


wretch were well punished.” 

“Not by you. Promise me, here, that he shall 
be safe from your hand. I warn you, if harm 
comes to him through your means, undying re- 
morse will follow you through life. 
ing ghost will haunt your brighest hours, will 
poison the sweetest cup that your lips seek to 


drain. Heed my words; they are those of your | 


best friend.” 


“This is marvelous,” murmured Sir Ildefonse | 


in perplexity. ‘Leave Basilio in peace and yet 
gain my object ?” 


‘You have guessed so much, then? You! 


know that Basilio and Manuel are one and the 
same?” she demanded, bending toward him 
earnestly. 

“Yes; with Prince Azim’s help, I have sus- 
pected him. Ifyou know all, wherefore I come, 
how, then, can you bid me spare the villain the 
punishment he deserves ?” 

“JY said not you should not foil him—thwart 
his evil intentions, ruin his plans, defeat his 
hopes, gain all your objects in venturing to 
Granada—but lift not your hand against him, 
oh, noble knight, well worthy the care and af- 
fection of the kind-hearted, honorable Count 
Montholio that thou art! All good influence 
be praised that thou hast not abused his gener- 
ous benefactions, that he need not regret his 
kindness.” 

“Who art thou ?” cried the knight, staring at 
her in amazement. 

The large tears dripped over the wan cheek ; 3 
the thin hands were clasped inagonized emotion, 
as she faltered: 

“Ask me not. Be content to know that I am 
your friend; that I know every hope of your 
heart, that I am working with you.” 

“Every hope,” repeated Sir Hdefonse. “Nay, 


not every hope. It may be in some mysterious | Prince Azim was leaning there, grave and 


manner thou hast learned all the particulars of 
the count’s undertaking; but thou must indee qd 

possess more than iicrtal power to have read 
te own heart,” 

A slow smile, like the sunlight glinting through 
parting clouds on a wintry scene, stole across 
the grief-worn face. 

“The two are more closely entwined than you 
believe. Accomplish one and the other is 
possible,” said she. ‘Did I not say I knew all? 
every hope of thy brave and daring heart? 
Udefonse, think’st thou I mistrust not the wild 
love so suddenly enkindled ? that I do not know 
how thy heart leaps at the name so jealously 


He is still alive? | 


His aveng- | 


guarded in Granada? at the very thought even 
of the Princess Xina ?” 

The rich blood leaped to the broad forehead 
of the knight, as he again demanded: 

‘Tn the name of the saints, who art thou ?” 

“Thy friend, Ildefonse; thy real and trusty 
friend. Ask no more, but heed my advice. Be 
watchful and wary in the presence of the Wizard 
of Granada. He knows wherefore thou hast 
come ; that success for thee is ruin for himself 
and his plans. He will scruple at no deed, 
| however dark and murderous, if it will sweep 
| thee from his path. But thou hast true friends. 
Prince Azim will guard thee; the princess se- 
cretly watches over thy safety, and, best of all, 
thou hast my vigilant services, which spy day 
and night upon Basilio’s movements. Only be- 
ware that no look or word of thine give offence 
|to the king. From his power there is no ap- 
| peal. And once Ismael suspected thy love for 
the princess, thy head would touch the block, 
ere the sun of that day should set!” 

“But how can I work as I promised? Every 
day I linger is anguish for that poor, heart- 
broken benefactor of mine. If I can only find 
his child and hasten away with her, I will yield 
to your judgment, and leave Basilio to the 
punishment of his own conscience. But now I 
am certain of nothing; not even of the count’s 
daughter in Granada ; orif here, what miserable 
circumstances may surround her; every hour 
of delay seems cruelty to me.” 

‘Set your heart at rest. She is safe, and in 
Granada. You have the description of the 
mark put upon her at her birth. Basilio read 
it; sodidI. I have found the girl.” 

‘Now may heaven bless you. 
| joice the heart of that poor old man. 
she? where shall I find her?” \ 

**She is in the Alhambra, in the suite of the 
Princess Xina. Tell the princess your whole 
story without fear, and describe her birth mark. 
| She will know then the stolen child of Count 
Montholio and will doubtless help you to pro- 
cure her escape.” 

“You speak as if I were able to procure an in- 
terview with the princess,” said the knight. 

* What has come to pass once, is likely to 
occur again,” returned the mysterious woman, 
holding up a long, thin finger childingly. 
““Wrong not your own frank spirit by seeking to 
hide aught from me, knight of Spain. You 
shall have good proof that I am your friend.” 

“Twill not doybts you. My heart speaks up 
and claims you!” exclaimed Sir Ildefonse, hold- 
ing out his hand. 

She caught it between both hers, covered it 
with wild kisses and wilder tears, turned hast- 
ily and darted from the room. Sir Ildefonse 
threw on the fringed tunic, the only garment he 
had removed upon on retiring, and followed 
hastily after her. 

Nothing was to be seen; all was profound quiet. 
Not content with looling g through the corridor, 
he passed down and out to the vestibulo. 


Where is 


thoughtful. 
“‘Have you seen her pass? a woman ina gray 
wrap, with a veil over her head ?” demanded the 


\ knight, eagerly. 


** Was it a woman, or a ghost, a shade?” re- 
sponded the prince. ‘ | ere been puzzling 
myself trying to discover. 

“But you saw her? She knows everything. 
She will help me on my quest.” 

“T thought she would, my friend. Whether 
mortal or otherwise, I was sure she could aid 
you, ifany one could. She glided by me, as I 
stood in the corner, like a passing cloud ora 
spectral shade, She has gone, whither I cannot 


How it will re- | 


tell. I only knowasilio’s secret doors open for 
her as readily as to their master. It is fortunate 
for you that she is your friend. Inshallah! it is 
fortunate.” 

“T would I had asked her more,” said Sir 
Ildefonse, looking forth wistfully into the star- 
light. 

‘**T think you may trust her; she will come to 
you if itis necessary. Now, then, let us return 
to our couches, or the morning will find us with 
dull eyes, and the king has ordered your pres- 
ence at the Alhambra.” 

**T would fain be excused,” said the knight. 

**Ah, but excuse from the summons of the 
king is impossible. You were wise to heed that 
truth. He is disposed to deal graciously with 
you; do not change this mood, for he is hot and 
impetuous in anger.” 

“T will return to my chamber, then, and seck 
to woo slumber, for I am sure it will not come 
readily. A strange gloom has fallen upon me,” 
said the knight, turning back. 
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CHAPTER VII. 


Eanty in the day came the royal summons to 
the Alhambra. Prince Azim accompanied his 
guest, and at the gateway they met Basilio com- 
ing forth. There was a fierce flash in his eyo 
as he bowed to the knight, which startled the 
prince. 

““What’s amiss?” exclaimed the latter. ‘I 
Inow that evil flash of Basilio’s eye ; ib means 
r mischief.” 

“There has been a heavy weight on my own 
spirit, foreboding calamity. I would I had 
brought Alana. We two, with our tr usty blades, 
would meet whatever fate comes manfully.” 

“Hush, dare not draw your sword in the 
king’s presence, at any provocation. Remember. 
that. We will manage to rescue you, whatever 
betide; but a rash word or movement might 
draw upon you instant doom.” 

“T would I might settle any such difficulty 
with mine own right arm. Which of these vast 
piles belong to the seraglio ?” 

“Yonder to the right. Why do you look so 
wistfully thither ?” x 
“Tf I knew myself, I should hardly venture 
tosay. But here is the royal usher. We shall 
know the truth soon.” 

The king was seated on his throne, and Prince 
Azim looked anxious again, as he perceived he 
was surrounded by a tripie guard of soldiers. 
Whispering ronewed caution in regard to his 
behavior, he left the knight, and took his place 
among the courtiers. 

Iidefonse bowed respectfully, and remained 
silent and motionless, in grave dignity, though 


he felt the searching eye of the king upon his 
face. 
“We give thee greeting, valiant knight from 
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Spain,” said Ismael, in a slightly mocking voice. 
‘“A few more questions concerning thine errand 
to Granada may not prove amiss. When thou 
tookest thy leave of the dominions of the King 
of Castile, how left thou the country? In peace 
and quiet, or were there sounds of beating an- 
vils and busy notes of warlike preparation ?” 

“Tn truth, your majesty, I heard not the 
faintest rumor of war,” replied Ildefonse, 
eagerly. 

The king looked back at the courtiers and 
smiled darkly. 

‘You are sure? your memory is not treacher- 
ous? Don Pedro, the uncle of the king, had 
whispered no ambitious hints in the ears of the 
youthful Don Juan ?” 

‘‘None whatever, according to knowledge of 
mine,” replied the knight. 

Ismael’s dark face flushed angrily. He struck 
down his sceptre eter 

“Dog of a Spaniard, thou liest! By Allah, 
am I to be bearded on my very throne? Ihave 
good proof that the armies are being mustered, 
and that thy reckless countrymen will march 
directly upon Granada. She is too bright a gem 
to be left unmolested. The ambitious Infanta 
of Castile would pluck her from the Moorish 
rule to set her in his crown. Let them try. By 
the beard of Mahomet, let them try!” ; 

Iidefonse stood |‘ overwhelmed by the im- 
portance of the information, and the danger 
which his quick mind perceived must ensue 
to himself. 

“T can hardly credit such news, your ma- 
jesty. Are you certain some one has not pur- 

osely deceived you? When I left Castile I 
hess not the faintest rumor of such monstrous 
tidings.” d 

“Dog of a Spaniard, I say thou liest. See, 
behold, the treachery is here! The instructions 
given thee were concealed in a belt around thy 
waist. My trusty Basilio took good care to learn 
thine errand. Thou arta spy, to hunt out the 
weak defences of Granada, and report to thy 
dastardly king. Holy Mahomet! that such dar- 
ing insolence should venture into the Alham- 
bra !” 

Instinctively, at the mention of the belt around 
his waist, Sir Tidefonse had started, and thrust 

his hand into his doublet. It was good proof 
to the Moors of his guilt. A low murmur rose 
from them in response to the king’s hoarse im- 
precation. es 

* Aye, unbelieving dog, itis too late. ! 
you to cheat the sovereign of Granada with an 
unmeaning story? Idle pleasure, indeed! You 
came.as a spy for those greedy Spanish in- 
vaders.” ; 

Sir Idefonse had gained calmness during 
this fierce tirade. He folded his hands gravely, 
but looked up fearlessly into the king’s ireful 
face. 

‘* King of Granada,” cried he, ‘‘I swear to you 
by my hopes of heaven, by my knightly honor, 
which has never known stain of treachery like 
this, I came hither for mine own private ends, 
and to serve no king, no warlike cause. If 
there be such movementin Castile, and much 
indeed I doubt the truth of the assertion, word 


Think | Azim. Thou wilt hold command in my absence. 


give place to the scimeter in the hands of Is- 
mael, Our throne is threatened. Allah will be 
with us. Away, gather horses and men. Call 
out the captain of our forces; let all provision 
be made for our need. To-morrow’s earliest 
beams must see us marching to meet this inso- 
lent foe.” 

He was passing hastily down the steps when 
Basilio’s hand touched his arm. 

“The spy, my liege; you have not sentenced 
the spy.” 

You are right, good Basilio. We will de- 
spatch one enemy at least. They shall not 
chan by his tidings. Ho, guards, away with 

im to the block.” : 

The guards sprang forward, but Sir Ildefonse 
was quicker than they. With his bright blade 
whirling in his hand, he sprang forward and 
leaped to a high window. 

“Touch me not ; the first who lays hand upon 
me falls at my feet a bleeding corpse. King of 
Granada, listen to me. Basilio is my enemy. 
He has craftily taken advantage of these evil 
tidings to work my ruin, to thrust me from 
his path. I can no longer doubt that the reck- 
less Castilians are moving on Granada; but I 
swear to you this is my first knowledge of it, 
and it gives me keen pain. I am no spy of 
theirs. Keep me here confined, if you will, and 
make sure that no word of mine goes to them. 
But to the block I will never go. Ignominious 
death like that is not for a knight whose own 
untarnished blade can give him quiet exit from 
the world. Advance your guards, and-I plunge 
the blade into my own breast; but my blood 
will cry out against you, for I am innocent of 
your accusation.” 

The king stood paralyzed with astonishment 
at this daring. asillo moved again toward 
him, but suddenly Prince Azim thrust him 
aside. 

‘My liege, I have a favor to ask—nay, two of 
them. First, that I may go with you to battle, 
and, second, that we may go with no ill omens 
or doubtful hearts. If the man is innocent—as 
from my soul I believe he is—his blood would 
fling a curse after us to shadow our victory. Let 
us deal honorably and give fair trial toa stranger 
in Granada, even though that stranger be a 
Castilian. Put him unter guard until our re- 
turn, my king and brother.” 

““The boy speaks with sense,” exclaimed Is- 
mael. ‘‘But thou must not leave the city, 


Come down, then, venturesome Castilian; the 
strongest dungeon of the fortress shall guard 
thee till we return in victory. Nay, Basilio, no 
more, my command is given.” 

Prince Azim’s youthful face was deadly pale, 
but he flashed a proud smile into Basilio’s 
wrathful eyes as the knight slowly sheathed his 
sword, and leaped lightiy down from the dan- 
gerous position. 

The guards closed around him. Sir Idefonse 
sought in vain for another look from the prince, 
but he was evidently entirely engrossed in the 
eager discussion which ensued concerning the 
best method of attacking the enemy, and the 
knight was led away, closely surrounded by 


or sign or hint of it has not come to ear of 
mine.” t 

There was a simple dignity, a grand, heroic 
air about the knight that impressed all present. 
Even the king looked for the moment puzzled 
and doubtful, and played nervously with his 
sceptre. 

A tall figure glided through an arched door- 
way. 
Your illustrious majesty possesses the paper 
taken from his belt,” said the voice of Basilio, 
“and though even that may lie, here is witness 
to corroborate the accusation.” f 

Behind him came a Moorish peasant, his gar- 
ments travel-stained and dusty, his face fright- 
ened and wild. He prostrated himself at the 
foot of the throne. 

“Beloved of the prophet, chosen of Allah, 
great mightiness of Granada,” gasped the new 
comer. “The Spaniards have invaded Granada. 
Their victorious legions sweep all before them. 
They aim toward this city; and Don Pedro 
swears they will rest not until the Alhambra 
owns them as its masters. I have rode my 
noble Selim to his death that Granada might be 
roused. The ruler of the outer province fol- 
lows me to give assurance of the truth of my 
tidings.” 

No one doubted that he spoke truly, not even 
Sir Ildefonse. The scared, affrighted face bore 
witness for itself. 

Ismael’s face was livid with rage. He flung 
the golden sceptre down, and, springing to his 
feet, shouted : 

‘Ho, every man to work. The sceptre must 


guards, and placed in a orb strong and 
gloomy dungeon far under ground. 

The jailor had brought Sir Idefonse a small 
tray of coarse food, but he had not touched it, 
from a vague suspicion of Basilio’s malignant 
meddling. , 

“Til not die by poison of his, like a rat in a 
hole,” muttered te and denied himself even 
the draught of water his thirsty lips craved. 

*T shall go mad if I am left here in solitude 
for many days,” muttered he, striking his 
clenched fist against the wall in impotent wrath. 
“Tt seems as if it were many days already, and 
I know the morning has not yet dawned. Oh, 
that I could be set again in their midst, and try 
a dash for freedom.” 

While he spoke, he started and listened 
eagerly. There was a hollow echo as of far-oft 
steps. Slowly, too, a small ray of light crept 
through the great keyhole, and like a minister- 
ing spirit dispersed the inky blackness of the 
dungeon. 

“Some one comes,” muttered the knight, 

asping the sword no one of the guard had 

ared offer to take from him. . 

“Be it friend or foe, I give them welcome. 
Anything rather than this horrible solitude.” 

He stood ‘haughtily upright, the trusty blade 
in his right hand, while a slow touch fitted the 
massive keyin the lock. It turned tantalizingly 
and tardidly. Then a closely mantled figure 
stepped in, and the door closed again, the key 
clicked in its lock, and steps without moved 


share my prison? Right welcome will you be to 
your hapless master, though I would rather you 
were safely back in Castile,” spoke the knight 
eagerly, his eyes blinded by the torch which the 
intruder carried. 

“Tt is not Alana,” said a voice muffled by the 
thick scarf wrapped about the head. i 

“Who then?” demanded Ildefonse, his eyes 
becoming used to the light. 

The mantle was flung off and a dark, haughty 
face confronted him. 

“ Basilio!” ejaculated Idefonse. 

« Aye, Basilio, meddlesome boy, come to show 
you your fate,” replied the wizard; in a voice of 
smothered anger. ; 

“T ask it not of you,” returned Ildefonse, 
coldly. 5 

‘““Why did you not heed the warning of the 
wizard? You might have returned safely to 
Castile ; but now you die the death of a dog.” 

“IT may return. I may die here. It lies not 
with you to decide the question.” 

“ Haughty youth! Know you not my power? 
Why are you here?” cried Basilio, stung to 
deeper rage by the knight’s calmness. 

“Your foul lies have brought me here; and 
yet I fear you not. In this dungeon we are man 
toman. It is you who should quake. Why may 
I not send your guilty soul this moment from its 
craven tenement?” : 

Basilio caught his breath gaspingly. 

“Beard me not, rash youth, else I slay you 
where you stand.” And he drew out a glitter- 
ing dagger. 

Iidefonse laughed contemptuously. 

‘What is that woman’s plaything before the 
sweep of my good sword? Man, it is you who 
are rash to venture here !” 

“Your sword! Have the fools left you that?” 
muttered Basilio. 

«Ah, you thought to frighten an unarmed 
man. But your game is lost. My sword is here 
—take it who dares.” . 

. * Give o’er this idle menace and listen to 
me,” said Basilio, more calmly. ‘‘ Your death 
is certain. Ismael has vowed to give you to the 
headsman on his return. The influence of 
Prince Azim went no farther than this. He 
would not go forth with a bad omen for his suc- 
cess with the Castilians. His belief in your 
guilt has deepened. Your fate is inevitable.” 

** Well, why have you taken so much pains to 
come and tell me this ?” 

‘Because it lies in my power to save you. 


this adventure; to fly at once, and I will give 
you means of escape.” 

“Never! I can die, but I cannot break my 
word. I promised Count Montholio to do my 
best, and I will do it; so help me Heaven!” 

“Curses upon your obstinacy!” muttered 
Basilio; ‘‘you dare your doom. You cannot 
succeed—you will learn nothing.” 

“T have already learned the whole,” cried out 
Tidefonse, exultantly. ‘I know you well, Man- 
uel Montez, and I know that the Alhambra 
holds the daughter of Count Montholio.” 

“You know so much,” cried out Basalio, blue 
in the lips with passion, “then, indeed, your 
doom is sealed.” 

Saying which he turned and drew the great 
mantle around him, taking with one hand a vial 
from his bosom, and holding it cautiously, he 
mare three times with his dagger on the 

oor. 

Iidefonse stood still, shaken from head to foot 
with agitation. 

“IT might end the matter here. I might throt- 
tle him where he stands, and my enemy is be- 

ond power of harming me. If I had not prom- 
ised—if I had not promised!” 

The slow steps of the jailor were heard. Ina 
moment more the great door was cautiously 
opened. Basilio stepped aside, extinguishing 
his torch, at the same moment he emptied the 
contents of the vial into the bowl of water stand- 
sg: on the bench, and departed. 

he knight sat down on the dungeon floor, 
and bared his face in his hands. Then he lifted 
his head. 

‘It is likely by this visit I can make sure he 
meddled not vith the food which is already here. 
I cannot say the same of that which will come 
in future. It were wise to strengthen myself 
for what is in store for me—and I am tormented 
with such thirst.” 

He groped his way to the bench, found the 
bowl and drank half its contents. In the same 
blind fashion he found the hard bread and ate 
it slowly. 

He had hardly finished before the jailor’s 
steps were once more heard in cautious ap- 


away. 
‘Have they brought you, my trusty Alana, to 


proach. 
‘** A second trial. Does he come to wrench my 


Promise me on your knightly honor to abandon ~ 
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sword away? Iwill sell my life dearly,” mut- 
tered Sir Ildefonse. f 

The door was again unlocked, and again a 
shrouded figure came dazing the gloom with the 
blinding torch. 

“‘Tam ready for you! and this dastardly as- 
sault absolyes me from my promise. One of us 
must die!” cried Idefonse, fiercely. 

But the mantle fell away and showed him, 
not Basilio’s fierce, malignant face, but the sad, 
ah ineffably tender countenance of the 

Princess Xina. 

‘* Princess Xina!” ejaculated Ildefonse, drop- 
ping upon one knee and touching his lips rev- 
erently to the fair, white hand. 

“Oh! Ildefonse, rash, gallant knight of Cas- 
tile. What can I say to comfort you ?” cried the 
princess, glancing around the dismal cell, and 
shuddering with tender compassion. 

‘Say that you love me, noble Xina,” pleaded 
the knight, rising from his knee. 

*“T do; Ido; you have won my heart despite 
my best efforts,” sobbed the princess, dropping 
her head to his shoulder. 

Ildefonse folded his arm around her. 

“Now there is no king upon his throne so 
happy as Ildefonse in this dreary prison. Sweet 
Xina, though they lead me to my death, I am 


es 
er hot tears flowed still, and it was a long 
time before she could calm herself. 

Iidefonse, with tender thoughtfulness, made 
no useless attempt to soothe her. He only 
lifted to his lips the trembling hands, and waited 
for her to speak. 

She wiped away her tears with a gesture of 
sorrow: impatience, and turned to him her 
own queenly self. 

efonse,” said she, “teach it to me, this 
grand, heroic resignation of thine; for I see no 
way save of bitterness and parting for this un- 
wise love of ours, and my heart seems ready to 
die within me.” 

“T was on Sie and forlorn myself until 
you came ; yet now I am both glad and hopeful. 
if there can only be a way of escape from this 
prison, I think I can manage all.” 

‘That is very little of my distress. I am sure 
I can bring you forth safely, but it will only be 
to say farewell forever.” 

“Leave me here, then, gracions Xina, and 
come sometimes to brighten the darkness; that 
will be better than a princely home and thou 
afar. Only find a child in your train of servants 
and send her back to Castile, that the count 
may gain his desire.” 

* A child in my train?’ repeated Xina in 
amazement. ‘Is it for that you have ventured 
into all this peril?” 

“Tt is. Listen, and you will wonder not. You 
have not heard how I was taken, a friendless 
babe, and reared by this noble Count Montholio, 
and given all the tender affection and every 
privilege of ason. I knew that there was some 
sore grief in his life, some woful experience in 
the past, but only a little time gone was I made 
aware of his heavy trial. He was far older than 
the wife he won; but his noble spirit, his gen- 
erous heart won her away from a younger and 
handsomer rival, who yowed vengeance with all 
the fierceness of an evil, implacable nature. 
The count was called to court one day, and left 
his wife and her week-old babe in his castle, 
and rode off, ne with him most of his retain- 
ers to add to the brilliance of some royal pro- 
cession. He came back to find his wife in con- 
vulsions from which she never recovered, not 
even to speak a farewell word, and his child 
missing. The nurse and maid attendants had 
both left the room of the countess, suddenly 
called away by a wild scream in the court-yard. 
When they returned, after an unayailing-search 
for the cause of disturbance, they found a long 
window at the balcony wide open, the cradle of 
the babe empty, and their mistress in a dead 
faint on the floor. No certain explanation ever 
came, but the stricken count always believed 
that it was the work of the revengeful rival who 
disappeared. Strict search was made, and at 
length a little skeleton, with clothing recog- 
nized as that upon the babe, was dragged from 
moat, and further investigation was drop- 
ped. 

“The count could not bear any allusion to his 


lost treasures. It was soon after that I was left 
at his gate, by whom none could tell. He 
adopted me, gave himself up to warlike pursuits, 
and himself knighted me when I was able to 
claim the honor. Only a few weeks before I left 
Castile he received a strange communication 
from Granada, telling him that his child did not 
die, that she was stilt. alive, and in this city. All 
the father flamed up at this unlooked-for revela- 
tion. He was ill, confined to his bed, buthe sent ! 


for me, and laying his hands upon mein a solemn 
blessing, bid me take up the quest as becomes 
a true knight, and bring his daughter to close 
his dying eyes. Could I falter? could I refuse, 
though the task were tenfold more perilous?” 

“No, no,” called the princess, smiling proudly 
upon him through her wet eyes. ‘‘It was like 
you, my Ildefonse, to come. Where is the 
child? You shall have her, though she were 
one of the king’s banquet maidens.” 

**T have been assured that she is in your 
train. The count told me there was proof be- 
yond any doubt. He himself had stamped upon 

is babe’s arm the crest of his wife, ad his own 
family symbol. I should find a rose bound on a 
deer’s neck, in an oval shield. No one but they 
two had known of the act; no one else would be 
likely to adopt so odd a symbol.” 

He paused, for the princess suddenly uttered 
a low cry, and looked up into his face with wild, 
imploring eyes. 

* Again, say it again. A rose——” 

* A rose bound upon a deer’s neck; the shield 
oval,” repeated Ildefonse, wonderingly. 

She sprang away from his encircling embrace, 
tore away the silken sleeve and bared to him a 
round, symmetrical arm, clasped here and 
there with massive gold bands. 

“Look, Ildefonse, beloved of my soul; well 
might my heart respond to thine; well might I 
loathe and detest the Moslem’s caress. Behold, 
thou hast found the daughter of thy benefactor,” 
cried Xina, weeping and smiling, ere she flung 
herself again into his arms. 

Iidefonse was staring at the polished arm, 
There in truth, still indelible, was the oval 
oneal and the deer with the rose bound on his 
neck. 

“Beloved, beloved!” replied he, joyfully, 
when at length he could realize the fae: “All 
the saints be praised for this mercy. Knowest 
thou thy own name? There is no Moslem taint 
clinging to it, sweet; it has a sacred signifi- 
cance. Christina, Countess Montholio! Heayen 
send that I may present thee to my noble bene- 
factor. Thou wilt gonow? Nothing can hold 
thee here now?” he asked, fondly. 

She looked into his face wearily. 

“T think we be foolish children, Ildefonse. Is 
not this a prison? and will not Ismael greet this 
as joreat news, counting it no longer a marvel 
that his heart has turned to me so passionately ? 
How can we go? Indeed mine own will will not 
hinder, but rather lend wings like the wind.” 

‘* Let us consult together. We have no secrets 
now. Ihave wonderful courage remembering 
my strange visitor last night at Prince Azim’s. 
She bade me tell thee of the object of my search, 
and of this mark. Truly, she knew the whole. 
She will help us, and the prince, too, will aid 
us.” 


“Yes,” returned Xina, slowly; “the prince 
must aid us, and the mysterious woman may. 
But we have the king against us, and Basilio, 
and ‘all these guards and officers of Ismael’s 
will be scattered throughout the province. My 
heart surely fails me.” 

** And mine leaps gladly and hopefully. Find 
that strange woman—the prince will know how. 
myo ya you I am certain he will discover a safe 
plan.” 

The Princess Xina started, and listened a mo- 
ment. 

“Hark! some one comes. It can hardly be 
the jailor, for he was to wait for my signal.” 

‘* What if it should be the king ?” 

‘*Nay, he is mounting his steed by this time. 
I clasped his helmet and buckled his mail. 
They were to start before the appointed hour, 
lest by some means the news of his approach 
should reach the Castilians. Hark! that is 
surely Basilio’s voice. Of all others he is the 
last I should wish to meet.” 

She turned away, drawing the mantle closely 
around her, and shrinking into the corner of 
the cell behind the opening door. 

Basilio came in armed and clad in a coat of 
mail. He glanced hastily at the bowl of water 
and smiled exultantly. 

**How now, valiant knight? I came to bid 
thee farewell ere I am off for battle. I will 
smite with double force on every Castilian head, 
remembering thy insolence.” 

‘“May every Spanish battle-axe be wielded 
skillfully; so thou may’st not return to fling th 
empty boasts into a prisoner’s face. Away wit 
thee! let me not look no longer on your face!” 

‘*You will have your wish presently. Your eyes 
will speedily close to all earthly sights. I see 
you have been thirsty in my absence. I emptied 
my vial therein when I was here last. I hope 
it hath wrought well, for it held the Wizard of 
Granada’s magical elixir, which will carr 
straight to the unknown world. It is the dead- 


liest poison. No power on earth can save you, 
so you haye drank it.” 
here was a horrible exultation in his tone. 

“* Cowardly villain!” ejaculated Iidefonse. ‘I 
defy and abhor you, though I have swallowed 
your accursed poison.” 

Basilio laughed in hideous triumph. 

There came a low shriek from behind the 
door, and Xina sprang forward and seized the 
knight's hand. 

“You have not taken it, Ildefonse; say yon 
have not drank of it!” shrieked she. , 

Basilio glared at her fiercely. 

“The Princess Xina here in the cell of the 
Castilian knight! That is a comfortable piece 
of news to tell the king.” 

“It is not the Moorish princess,” cried’ Ide- 
faa defiantly. ‘It is the Countess Chris- 

ina.” 

'Tidefonse, Idefonse!” cried Xina, heeding 
nothing else, clinging to his hands and bedew- 
ing them with tears, “tell me that you have 
not drank his deadly poison.” 

“Beloved one, what matter? Gladden not 
his eyes with sight of your distress,” said Ilde- 
fonse, tenderly. 

Unmindful of the ferocious, maddened looks 
of Basilio, she flung herself into his arms, mur- 
muring her words of passionate endearment. 

‘**You love him? dare not say you love him!” 
shrieked the wizard. 

Xina lifted her stately head and turned upon 
him her pale face, her eyes glittering with 
scorn. 

‘Aye, Llove him. I would rather die on his 
heroic breast than live in luxury and pomp with 
any monarch—than share an endless paradise 
with such as you.” 

The ineffable scorn blazing from her eyes 
seemed to pierce Basilio to the heart. 

‘“‘Forbear, forbear,” he cried in anguish. 
** Xina, Xina, have I not taught you patiently ? 
Have I not humored your slightest wishes, when 
their accomplishment seemed hopeless? Haye 
i not been a true friend? protecting you from 


living alone for you?” 

Her lip curled in proud contempt. 

“Working, scheming — wherefore, Basilio? 
Thinkest thou mine eyes have been blind? 
Thinkest thou all the talk of fatherly care and 
affection masked successfully the absurd infat- 
uation beneath? You have chided me for 
shrinking from you, it was because I read your 
heart aright.” 

_ ‘You knew then that I loved you more pas- 
sionately and devotedly than these capricious 
youths have power to guess. Xina, Xina, how 
could I help it, when you have been growing up 
before me in all the loveliness that won m 
heart in your mother? I have power napona 
anything you dream. You detest the restraint 
of a Moorish seraglio. You pine for freedom. 
Come to me, and you shall roam the world over 
as untrammeled as the eagle. Other hopes are 
deceitful. The man you cling to has not three 
hours to live. Come now with me, and we will 
fly from Granada.” 

There was an intense earnestness in his look, 
a wild, piteous appeal in his voice, which would 
have touched some hearts. But Xina flung up 
her white hands with a look of utter loathing. 

“Go, gol” she cried. ‘I detest, I despise, I 
abhor you. You have poisoned the noblest life, 
you have freed the most heroic soul that ever 
earned uenity fame. I will die with him.” 

The flecks of foam stood on Basilio’s livid 
lips. He shook his clenched hand after him. 

**T will be revenged. I will hasten to the king 
and tell him that the bar is removed. The 
dread curse of the prophet which alone held 
back his fierce passion unmeaning in this case. 
I will say that you are not his sister. See if the 
slavery of the seraglio is preferable to the 
freedom I offer.” 

‘The prison door closed heavily behind him, 
and Xina fell weeping into the arms of Ilde- 
fonse. 

‘‘Beloved one, dry thy tears. I believe him 
not. Surely there would be deadly sickness in 
my frame, and never did I feel more strong 
and buoyant. He meant to fill us with terror. 
Secure thine own safety, and send Prince Azim 
to my rescue. I fear not his poison.” 

“Thou hast no fear, Pe defonse; but oh, 
my heart quails, so well I know his malignity.” 

** Fear not!” exclaimed a deep voice without, 
coming they could scarcely tell from whence. 
“It is true he poured it in the prisoner’s bowl. 
But the vial was taken and exchanged for one 
of pure water. Did I not promise to watch over 
the Castilian knight?” 


‘* Now, indeed, I take heart!” exclaimed Xina. 
‘* Basilio’s threat can amount to little until he 


the passion of the king, working, scheming, - 
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overtakes the king, who I am sure has gone 
forth before this. Let me find the mysterious 
speaker. This signet ring which I secured from 
the king’s person will give me admittance where 
Iwill. We must remove: you, if we can, this 
very night. Let Basilio believe thee dead. Why 
not simulate death ?” 

She pamneds clapping her hands, and ex- 
claimed : 

‘‘T have the plan! You must seem to be in 
the last agonies, and ask for Prince Azim. I 
myself, as the Princess Xina, will declare. that 
Basilio confessed to the poison, That vial of 
the true poison must be emptied into the rest 
of the water as proof. I will take care that 
trusty slaves bear you out to burial. Let me 
find the unknown, and all is well.” 

“T am here,” said the same voice. ‘I will 
wait for you at your own door.” 

“Farewell, for a little time, my Idefonse; 
my courage revives. I see, indeed, a way of 
safety.” 

Do not fail to read our special and confidential 
offer to you, which will be found immediately 
following the story of ‘‘ The Wizard of Granada.” 
In this great offer we agree to give you a dollar’s 
worth of books absolute! uy Sree it you will send us 
only thirty-five cents for a year’s subscription 
to Tue InnustrateD Homs Gugst, a sample 
copy of which is sent you herewith, This is 
the most extraordinary offer ever made by a re- 
liable publishing house, and enables you _to se- 
cure, absolutely free of charge, ten splendid 
books, which may be selected by yourself from 
the entire list offered, and the regular retail 
price of which is ten cents each or one dollar 
for the ten books. Do not fail to read this re- 
markable offer, which comes to you from an old- 
established and reliable publishing house, 
whose responsibility cannot be questioned. 


CHAPTER VIII. 


Anu sped as the new plan devised. The 
Princess Xina came forth from the prison as if 
jin consternation, and declared that the pris- 
oner was in great pain, and that Basilio. had 
declared in her presence that he poured his 
deadly poison into the water placed for him to 
drink. She asked for Basilio. 

The frightened head of the seraglio replied 
that he had dashed off in hot haste to overtake 
the king, who was some. half hour in advance, 
but Prince Azim was left in charge of affairs in 
Granada. Should he send for him? 

“By all means,” replied the princess, and 
hastened to her own apartments. She found 
her expected visitor waiting for her. A hurried 
consultation was held. 

“Yes,” saidthe unknown. “I willtake charge 
of him; I will make him a safe retreat. He 
shall occupy one of Basilio’s secret rooms.” 

“Basilio!” exclaimed Xina, with a shudder. 

‘“« He were safer there than in the Alhambra. 
Fear not. Itis thine own safety which is best, 
soonest secured. Fly to the Spanish.army, and 
ask protection as the daughter of Count Mon- 
tholio. I will tell you the shortest route to 
reach them before any hostilities commence. 
So only art thou safe from the king.” 

“You are right,” returned Xina, gravely; 
- ae for such an object my courage shall not 
fail.” 

And she went away hurriedly and called her 
one faithful slave, her sole confidant in all the 
Alhambra, and arrangements were speedily in 
progress for the carrying out of her design. 

Meantime Prince Azim was called to the 
prison. He came with a grave, distressed face, 
and bade the chief servants take down the cir- 
cumstances of the case to be carried forth. 

He asked for the Princess Xina, and, on sec- 
ond thought, said he would not disturb her at 
that late hour. Ina short time he came back. 
Startling news had come, arumor that the Span- 
ish forces were approaching in another direc- 
tion, threatening Granada’s chief city. 

He gave the reins of government into the 
hands of one of the aged Moorish princes, called 
his body-guard about him and dashed off to 
reconnoitre, promising to return before another 
night-fall with the tidings of the invasion. 

The day passed and the night came, and still 
another day, but no tidings reached Granada, 
either of the king’s army or of the little band 
which went forth with the Prince Azim. In the 
middle of the next night the anxious inhabi- 
tants of Granada were relieved by the appear- 
ance of a courier, galloping in hot haste toward 
the Alhambra. 

His news were direful enough. Don Pedro 
and Don Juan, the Castilian princes, had 
marched victoriously through the province, and 
were on return to Castile, laden with spoils. 


Tsmael and his army were in pursuit, but the 
result was unknown. Nothing could be told 
concerning Prince Azim, but it was conjectured 
he had joined the king’s forces, 

Two more days in suspense, and the whole 
city was. electrified by more welcome tidings. 
Ismael with his forces had fallen suddenly upon 
the careless Spaniards, who were returning 
leisurely with their rich booty, and were halting 
on a fearfully sultry day for rest: 

The Moors fought with the fury of wild beasts. 
The Spaniards, taken by surprise, fell into dis- 
order, which, added té the intense heat of the 
day, completely deprived the gallant leaders of 
their accustomed authority, 

In vain the knightly infants strove to rally 
their strength, reorganize their bands. Fight- 
ing with desperate valor, overpowered by the 
burning heat and intense thirst, both gallant 
young princes fell dead upon the field. 

Even the conqueror was melted to compassion 
at their fate, while he gave due admiration to 
their prowess, Ismael ordered tho bodies of 
the unfortunate Infants of Castile to be borne 
reverently before him, when his triumphant 
procession entered the streets of Granada. They 
were covered with cloth of gold, and laid out in 
state with all funereal honors. And ever since, 
even to this day, that neighborhood has been 
called, ‘* La Sierra de los Infantes.” 

A crowd of Moors were watching from. the 
towers of the Alhambra at every available 
height, when a little cloud of dust announced 
the approach of the conqueror’s cortege. The 
silvery tongues of bells from minaret and dome 
gave forth the tidings to the whole city, and 
eyery living creature who had liberty came 
forth into the streets. 

The little specks with a glitter of sunlight 
running like a line of fire along the ranks grew 
every moment, till at length the joyful watchers 
could discern the figures of horses and. riders, 
could see the great banner of the Moslem 
dynasty fluttering and waving joyously above 
the head of the erect figure, whose royal plume 
was unbent, nor soiled with the ill chances. of 
battle. The two litters borne reverently in 
front caused much anxiety, for the particulars 
of the affair had not been received, and when 
the procession came near enough for every 
member to obtain recognition by form or-insig- 
nia of mail or banner, many eyes ran appre- 
hensively along the glittering line to discover 
who was absent from his place. 

‘sPrince Azim is not there,” cried out one ex- 
cited voice. 

And immediately a wail of many sincere voices 
took up the cry. 

“Prince Azim is slain. Allah receive his 
soul! The holy prophet welcome him to the 
gardens of paradise |’ 

“Hush!” ¢ried a vizier; waving his hand of 
authority. ‘‘ Prince Azim’s banner is not among 
them; if would wave above the bier, while his 
men would walk beside it with reversed arms.” 

Then all attention was absorbed by the royal 
cortege, as it swept on beneath the great. gates. 
One great shout from the people, the pealing of 
the bells, the resonant blare of the trumpets 
gave welcome to the victorious monarch, 

Ismael’s haughty face was bright with prond, 
triumphant gladness. His eye beamed gayly, 
his cheek was flushed, his manner benignant 
and gracious, as he bent from his horse in an- 
swer to the greeting of the people, and the laud- 
ing speech of their deputy. 

“We have fulfilled our promise. Whe have 
conquered the insolent invader. Better than 
that, we have taught them a worthy lesson. Yet 
it was a foe who fought valiantly, let us give 
them the credit. The princes of Castile lie 
yonder on the bier. We will give them honor- 
able burial, such as is due to valiant soldiers. 
Allah be praised, and glory be to his Prophet 
who gave us victory. On now to the Alham- 
bra!” 

The people took up the cry in long and re- 
peated shouts, 

Allah il Allah! 
and Ismael is the beloved of Heaven! 
Allah !” 

These shouts reached even to the secret hid- 
ing place of Sir Ildefonse. He started and list- 
ened eagerly and then turned pale. 

His countrymen defeated, the Moslems tri- 
umphant; where then was Xina who fled to the 
Castilians for refuge. 

His, cheek grew pale, his eye anxious and 
troubled, a thousand painful apprehensions 
filled his mind, and he waited in almost unsup- 

n0rtable suspense through the long, weary day. 
His unknown friend had not even appeared to 
bring him food. The day dragged wretchedly 
slow. He only knew when night came, by a 


Mahomet in his prophet, 
Allah il 


denser gloom in his cell and the call of the 
muezzin to evening prayer. 

He was awake and vigilant, half wild with 
foreboding fears, when at dead midnight, her 
hour of appearance always, the secret door 
swung noislessly aside and the mysterious 
woman entered the cell. She put down hertray 
of food carefully and turned to him, speaking in 
a whisper. 

“*You have waited impatiently, I know, bat it 
could not be helped. Take the food at once. 
This has been an eventful day.” 

“Thave heard the tumult and rejoicings in 
the street. My heart shrink from your tidings, 
for I know they are evil,” answered Sir Ide- 
fonse. 

“Your countrymen were surprised, and the 
Moors are completely victorious. They have 
recovered all the spoil and much Spanish treas- 
ure. The Infants of Castile, the leaders, Don 
Pedro and Don Juan, are both dead.” 

Tldefonse covered his face with his hands, and 
groaned in anguish. 

“And Xina, my Christina, have you heard: 
aught from her?” he asked presently. 

She hesitated and looked apprehensively at 
his shaking hands. 

“T can bear it, nothing can be worse than 
my fears, except that she is dead,” said he 
hastily. 4 

‘““Nay, she lives and is unharmed.” 

“But is again in the power of the Moorish 
king—is that it?” 

‘No, worse than that. She is in the hands of 
Basilio. She reached the forces of the Castilian 
princes and assumed the Spanish dress she had 
carried with her. Basilio, who it seemed gained 
the applause of all by his fierce fighting, recog- 
nized her, took her prisoner, and claimed her 
as his share in the division of spoils. You 
know the sacredness of Moslem customs. Not 
even the king would dare take her away from 
him now.” 

The young knight clenched lis teeth and 
seized his sword. ; 

“But I will dare. I will’tear his craven 
heart from out his breast if he dares to harm 
her.’ 

“Hush, oh, hush!” cried out the woman in a 
voice betraying unutterable anguish, though it 
was hardly above a whisper. “ Letothers revile 
him as. they will, your lips must _be silent, if 
they cannot speak his praise. Fear not for 
the maiden’s safety, I will watch over her jeal- 


ously. I haye already provided her with a 
dagger. Basilio is inclined to deal gently with 


her ; he would fain win her love.” 

As she said this a strange shudder shook her 
frame, and she caught her breath gaspingly. 

“Can I see her; can I speak to Xina ?” 

“Not yet, I dare not venture toomuch. _We 
must wait to learn the king’s disposition. He 
will be fearfully incensed, for his passion for his 
supposed sister has been the fiercest trial of his 
life, and now to learn the ore by: practised 
upon him, to be made aware that he might have 
married her without incurring the Koran’s 
malediction, and to know at the same time that 
she is lost to him, will be ike throwing a spark 
into a voleano. ‘1 think Basilio himself fears to 
meet the trial. Let us wait. By this time he 
must have learned of the Princess Xina.” 

“How does she bear it?” asked Idefonse, 
his strong chest heaving with the sob he could 
not repress. 

“She is very quiet and pale, but determined. 
Since I gave her the dagger, she has seemed 
more courageous.” 

“My beautiful Christina!” murmured Ide- 
fonse. ‘Hope is not lost. There are many re- 
sources in my hands. I wait only to know the 
king’s will before I move. Keep your own 
brave heart, Iidefonse. There.is Prince Azim. 
Lam sure he will use his influence for her.” 

“Prince Azim, as you know, left Granada 
suddenly. The Princess Xina was in the train 
disguised, and left it as soon as she came near 
the Castilian camp. ‘The princess’s retinue 
were all captured, but when the onset of the 


Moors set them free, no sign could be found of 


their master. There is much grief on his ac- 
count. Several horsemen have been sent to 
search the battle field thoroughly. It is the 
general opinion that he was killed.” 

“ Another misfortune!” groaned Idefonse. 

“JT must not tarry longer. I must watch 
every moyement of Basilio’s. You see I have 
brought double the allowance of food. It may 
be I shall not be able to come again for a little 
time.’ 

“Come, I beseech you, ifit be possible, or I 
shall grow mad with suspense. If you would 
put me out with my good sword in my hand, I 


would complain not. 
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“In good time, in good time. Have faith in 
me and trust my good will,” responded the 
woman. 


In another moment she had gone, and Iide- | 


fonse was again alone. 

Meantime at the Alhambra a stormy scene 
had been enacted, which she had not dared re- 
peat to the captive knight. 

The king waved away impatiently the crowd 
of courtiers, and the formal congratulations 
awaiting him within the palace. 

*T am tired with riding, and stiff with yester- 
day’s hot exertions. Leaye me to rest,” he 
said, and hastened to the royal private apart- 
ments. 

Once there he turned to the chief of the 
Seraglio. 

“Hasten to the Princess Xina,” cried he, in 
an eager, ringing voice. ‘The fair hands which 
clasped my armor, and sent me forth to victory, 
shall assist in removing the cumbersome mail. 
Bid her come to offer the congratulations which 
will give keenest pleasure to the heart of Ismael, 
who has proved himself worthy to defend the 
crown of Granada.” 

The hapless eunuch trembled and looked wist- 
fully into the king’s face, then fell prostrate 
with his face upon the floor. : 

“Mighty Ismael, favored with the prophet! 
Have patience with thy slave, and condemn him 
not for that which no power of his could help,” 
he stammered. 

“What now? Speak, slave! What has hap- 
pened? Oh, Mighty Prophet, grant my fears 
are false. The princess. is not ill—she cannot 
be dead. Speak, slave!” criéd out Ismael, shud- 
dering from head to foot. 

His wild devotion to Xina was indeed the most 
intense emotion of his nature. The cheek 
which had not paled in battle was ghastly now, 
the powerful arm nerveless as a child’s, the 
dauntless eye blenching with dread. 

The poor eunuch gasped for breath, knowing 
thé summary punishment dealt ont for such 
offenses, however innocently incurred. 

‘“Nay, your mightiness. She is notill. She 
is missing. No one has seen her since your 
train set forth from the Alhambra.” 

He related then the strange experience in the 
cell of the Spanish prisoner. ‘The accusation 
of the princess against Basilio, the investiga- 
tion of Prince Azim, and the supposed death 
and burial ot the knight. 

The king stood like one stunned, with a dark 
frown gathering on his forehead. 

‘And you have not seen her since?” de- 
manded he, 

**No, your majesty, no one has seenher. I 
have made diligent inquiry, and yet I am baffled, 
and perplexed.” 

“The prince is missing, likewise,” repeated 
Ismael. ‘‘By my father’s. beard, this shall be 
sifted to the bottom. Ho, there, guards! arrest 
every attendant in the Seraglio.” 

He turned again to the trembling chief. 

“Thou sayest the princess retired to her 
apartments and the Prince Azim sought her 
there, and that guards were in both corridors, 
and yet when you entered the salon no Princess 
Xina was there.” 

“The prince only entered the ante-room. 
He changed his mind, and said it was too late 
to disturb her. He went away without an inter- 
view. Then came the news of the approach of 
the Spanish upon Granada, and Prince Azim 
went off in hot haste. Take pity, upon your 
slave’s distress, mighty monarch, indeed he is 
innocent of blame.” 

‘What can it mean?” cried out Ismael strid- 
ing fiercely to and fro. 

“Your majesty pardon me. I have thought 

erhaps the princess rode out among the sol- 
diers. She was ever of a daring frame of mind, 
and the tidings of expected battle may have 
fired her zeal.’ 

«‘ How came Xina in the cell of the Castilian ? 
By my crown, it is all a mysterious tangle! 
whats ho, send for Basilio, he may hold the 
sey.” 

And until Basilio came, Ismael paced rest- 
lessly to and fro, nor would partake of refresh- 
ment. Basilio managed to gain time. He saw 
the royal messenger and guessed his errand, 
and hid himself till he collected his thoughts 
and prepared his plan of action. 

But the king was like an enraged lion when 
he reached the Alhambra. The terrified slaves 
were all huddled together with a guard over 
them. The officers standing pale and silent 
with consternation. 

The cheek of Basilio blanched a little as he 
entered the salon, and met the fiery eye of 
Ismael. 


«* How now, Basilio? Am I to be kept wait- 
ing Jike a slave? I sent for you two hours 
ago. 

**I beg your majesty to pardon me. I am un- 
propery for thesummons. The fatigue of yes- 
terday’s battle made itself felt. I retired to rest 
and calm, my brain still dazed with clashing 
scimeters. I am an old man for war, and do 
not recover so readily as younger men.” 

“You did good service; no younger arm was 
stronger to smite,” responded Ismael, mollified 
by the recollection. ‘I sent for you to read me 
this enigma. I come home triumphant and re- 
joicing, and I meet misfortune at my own palace 
door. First, tell me how you dared to poison 
my prisoner, the Spanish knight ?” 

“He was a dog! there was no time to prove 
to you his treachery, and I made sure that he 
should not work mischief in your absence. He 
hid his true errand. He came to woo the 
Princess Xina, to carry her away from Granada 
to Castile.” 

‘Holy Prophet! and the dog is beyond my 
vengeance! But the princess is missing. She 
is strangely, mysteriously gone, none can tell 
me how or whither.” 

Basilio cast down his eyes and thought a mo- 
ment. 

“ A bold movement is best. I could not lon 
deceive him if I tried,” soliloquized he, an 
then looked up calmly. 

“Your majesty,” said he, ‘I have a strange 
story for your ears. You remember the Span- 
ish captive which fell to me as my share of the 
spoils yesterday ?” : 

The king nodded. 

“T raised her veil, and behold it was she 
whom we have called the Princess Xina.” 

““Why have you not brought her hither?” de- 
manded the king, imperiously. 

‘Whom we have called the Princess Xina,” 
went on Basilio, as if he had not heard the in- 
terruption, “but the knight knew better. He 
brought good proof that she is the Countess 
Christina, daughter of Carlos, Count Montholio 
of Castile.” 

The king leaped forward, his eyes, his whole 
face a-flame with joy. 

*‘ Not the Princess Xina! Speak quickly, tell 
me how this can be.” 

‘The royal infant died, a slave was hired to 
substitute the daughter of the Spanish Count in 
its place. There is a birthmark which cannot 
be mistaken.” 

“Great Prophet, I thank thee!” ejaculated 
Ismael. ‘Now, indeed, is my victory complete. 
Xina not my sister, she shall be my queen |” 

Basilio’s swarthy cheek grew pallid, his lip 
twitched nervously. 

‘* My liege, I have loved this maiden too. My 
heart is wild with joy at this chance which has 
given hertome. Allah be praised, that she is 
mine out of the power of any man to take away 
from me.” 

The king drew back and looked at him. Two 
pair of fierce, desperate, glittering eyes glared 
at each other. 

“‘ Basilio, I will lose my crown first, ere I re- 
sign my claim to Xina,” ejaculated Ismael, 
hoarsely. : 

“My liege, you will not so defy the Moslem 
laws as to take a female slave away by force. 
She is a Spanish girl. She fled to the Castilians 
for protection. She alike abhors and detests 
you. And she is the captive allotted to me,” 
returned Basilio, in a stern voice. 

“Curses upon you! My eternal malediction 
follow you!” shouted the king. 

Basilio made a deprecating gesture, but his 
we flashed haughtily, and he turned to the 
door, 

The guards without glanced apprehensively 
into his face, but they learned nothing. The 
king came forth with an eye blazing like clash- 
ing steel. 


“ What, ho, call out the strongest guards, and | 


take a litter. Let the chief eunuch accompany 
it. The Princess Xina is at the house of Basi 
lio. Bring her hither at once. If any one op- 
poses, hew him down. Take the signet ring of 
the King of Granada with you, and see that his 
will is obeyed.” 

And having spoken this he went back and 
flung off his armor and sat down with sternly 
repressed impatience, listening to his chief offi- 
cer’s account of the transactions in the Alham- 
bra during his absence. 

Basilio, little suspecting such prompt move- 
ment, had gone to the fortress to relate the 
story of his captive to the comrades who had 
fought with him in the conflict with the Cas- 
tilians. He had good reasons for this move- 
ment, and he smiled grimly as one noble after 


t 


another expressed their envy, as well as their 
conviction that the king would never molest the 
sacred right of a captor. 

When he returned to his house, he found that 
the bird had flown. Thé royal guard had taken 
away his beautiful prize. 

Basilio did not rave or bluster when this 
transaction was related tohim. He turned pur- 
ple and deadly pale, and murmured : 

‘‘ Whether from hand of king or subject, it is 
an insult, which can be wiped out in but one 


way,” he repeated, his tone growing deadlyand | 


vindictive. 

All that night long Basilio sat with his head 
bent to his hands, stony as a statue. 

Now and then the secret panel above dropped 
noiselessly, and a pair of sorrowful eyes lapee 
down upon him. Sorrowful, wistful, passion- 
ately tender attimes. But Basilio heeded noth- 
ing. He rose but twice. Once to moisten: his 
lips with water, and at last to take down a dag- 
ger from the shelf above him. 

“He took it down and held it in his hand, 
turning it over, and ale, lightning gleam 
seeming to dart from hi teeth, whiter than 
pearl, and to spread over ce, till it left a 
glowing flame in the wild, dark eyes. 

“Ttis certain destruction for myself, I know 
that,” he muttered; ‘‘no matter, Basilio re- 
ceives such insult from no man. Let death 
come, if it must.” 

“And hast thou no fears. Darest'thou pass 
to the land of spirits with so many dark crimes 
on thy soul?” said a solemn voice that seemed 
to come from the clouds. 

Basilio sprang forward, looking around him 
wildly. 

« Anita, Anita! oh, Heavens, that voice! Is 
it a warning of my approaching doom?” 

“It is a warning! -Beware!” echoed the 
voice. 

Basilio glared fiercely around him. 

“No matter, no matter, I will defy all things, 
the king on his throne, the haunting ghost.” 

He hurried to the closet, brought out a bottle 
of the forbidden wine, and a slender crystal 
goblet, and drank glass after glass. 

“Tt is a fool who despairs before he has made 
a trial,” muttered he, with a grim smile. “I 
will have all preparations made for a secret 
flight, and Xina shall share it with me.” 
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CHAPTER IX. 


Guoriousty dawned upon Granada the day 
that celebrated the king’s victorious return. 
Never had the beautiful city looked more lovely. 
By order of Ismael the streets were decked for 
a grand festival, and all the people in holiday 
garb were out thronging around the public 
squares. 

Fountains flung up their pearly spray into 
sunshine, against the brilliant, intensely blue 
sky. Garlands of gorgeous blossoms festooned 
the arched gateways, entwined the pillars, and 
decked the windows of the noble palaces. Bands 
of gaily dressed children flung flowers in the 
pathway which the king was to tread on his 
triumphant march to the great Mosque where 
he was to return his thanks for victo Ban- 
ners fluttered, lines of gorgeously arrayed sol- 
diery bordered the streets. Rich strains of in- 
spiring music made the air harmonious, and 
when the royal procession emerged from the 
Alhambra, with its brilliant guard in their glit- 
tering, gold-strewn uniforms, their dancing 
plumes and richly caparisoned horses, and 
shining spears glinting in the sunshine like 
spikes of diamond, well might the people shout 
in delight. 

With the guards on either side, in a hollow 
square, mounted on a jet-black, superb charger, 
whose trappings were of pure gold set with 
many costly gems, his own breast scintillating 
with the blazing luster of numberless diamonds, 
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rode the king, his crown on his head, his scep- 
terin his hand. Beside him, drooping from a 
proudly stepping palfrey of snowy hue, was a 
graceful figure clad in white velvet garments, 
embroidered everywhere with pearl and silver. 
A veil of transparent, silvery texture was flung 
around her, but above it was placed a second 
crown. . 

A shout of gratification from the crowd hailed 
the recognition of its meaning. No one was too 
dull to understand that at last King Ismael 
Ah mig take a queen to brighten the Alhambra 

alls. ; 

A train of nobles followed in brilliant show be- 
hind the king. On through the applauding 
multitude, the flower-strewn streets, beneath 
the garlands and the waving banners, passed 
Ismael with the white-robed figure at his side. 
They reached the grand mosque, and there dis- 
mounted, the guard of soldiers surrounding the 
building. 

The Mufti with his illuminated missal in his 
hand came to the entrance to meet them, and a 
rich burst of music gregted their approach. 

In the twilight atmosphere of the mosque, 
they saw the sroatiatta, and on either side the 
still lengths of the dead princes lying on their 
biers their cold, pale faces looking forth in 
melancholy contrast to the splendor around 
them. A torch was n arien to the silver cande- 
labras clustering with their polished candles, 
and a bright light illuminated the place. 

Ismael walked forward proudly and unfalter- 
ingly, but his companion hesitated and stretched 
out her hands in an imploring gesture. The 
king spoke a few brief words in a grave, deter> 
mined tone, and shuddering the lady followed 
after him. 

At the foot of the altar the king lifted the sil- 
ver veil and showed the surpassingly beautiful, 
but deadly aes face of her whom Granada had 
known as the Princess Xina. 

Never had the beautiful maiden looked so 
superbly lovely and queenly as now; with the 
misty veil sweeping away from her pale face, 
her magnificent eyes lustrous with a wild in- 
tensity of expression, few could read aright. 
The golden gem-set crown seemed a fitting 
ornament for that stately head, and none mar- 
velled that Ismael bent upon her so passion- 
ately tender and proud a ie 

The Mufti approached them, while the silver- 
‘mantled boys emerging from behind the altar, 
swung their bronze censers, and left floating 
clouds of fragrance on the air. 

Igmael bent forward, eyes and face shining 
with the bliss of attained hopes, and whis- 
pered: 

‘“Xina, beloved, a moment more, and thou 
art the Queen of the Alhambra.” 

“Spare me! oh, Ismael, if you truly love me, 
send me to a bier as cold as that of the dead 
priners yonder; but spare me this doom, terri- 
ole to me beyond any death !” faltered the white 
lips of the bride. 

“Never, never! nothing shall separate us; 
nothing shall tear you from me!” returned the 
king, passionately. 

“You mistake, King of Granada!” shouted a 
voice, and as if from the floor itself, in that 
strange, wizard fashion of his, Basilio sprang up 
between them. 

The words seemed hissed rather than spoken, 
and with them, gg and deadly as the light- 
ning, came a stroke. 

The king fell back, a dagger sheathed to its 
very hilt in his heart. 

“So perish the insulter of Basilio, the violator 
of Moorish laws!” cried Basilio, hoarsely, and 
caught the light Agore of the bride in his arms. 

Paralyzed with horror, no one had stirred. 
The Mufti caught the bleeding body, and shout- 
ed for the guards. His call broke the spell. 
Hundreds rushed forward—but the murderer 
and the bride—where were they? They had 
disappeared. Basilio had leaped behind the 
altar, and there the ground had seemed to 
swallow them. 

Closer examination discovered a hollow sound 
beneath the pavement. But the clue to the 
secret door baffled them. When at last with ‘ 
battle-axe and spear and iron bar it was pried 
open, a dark passage-way and a flight of steps 
were discovered. 

The enraged soldiers followed fearlessly, but 
Soon came to an iron door which barred their 
passage. When that, too, was overcome, much 
time had been lost ; and though they followed 
the excavated path into a ruined hut, and 
emerged again into the upper world, no trace of 

the wizard was to be found. Only a silver veil 
rudely rent in twain, and the golden crown 


His house was surrounded at once ; not with- 
out a vague fear of the consequences by the 
Shi ipl eee Moors. 

he terrified servants of Basilio came hurry- 
ing forth, but none of them had seen their mas- 
ter. Thorough search through the great build- 
ing, sounding of walls, crashing of panels, strict 
investigation of secret cell and damp prison 
vault, all ended alike. Basilio had fled—* The 
earth has swallowed him!” said cne. 

“The evil one has seized him and borne him 
down to the infernal regions,” whispered an- 
other, in an awed Voice, 

“But the innocent and beautiful Princess 
Xina, where is she ?” questioned another. 

The city was wild with consternation. The 
day of rejoicing and festivity clouded over by a 
black pall. 

The king was borne back to the Alhambra in 
his ag ty robes, without his bride, stone dead. 

The hand of Basilio had been swift, unfalter- 
ing and true to its aim. Ismael’s reckless de- 
termination to possess the captive had been his 
death warrant. 

.The bells from minaret and mosque tolled 
dismally ; the gay robes were laid aside ; the 
whole city was in mourning; Granada had lost 
pad monarch in his proudest moment of vic- 

ory. 

A fierce crowd gathered about the dwelling of 
Basilio, and as night approached their vengeful 

poner and burning thoughts culminated in 

eeds. 

Somehow, no one could tell afterward from 
whose lips arose the cry, the shout was heard 
and echoed by vehement voices : 

“Fire the building! If he is hiding there, 
let him perish in his secret den !” 

And at the word a dozen torches were kindled 
and thrust forward. Their ruddy flame lapped 
greedily at the light lattice-work, and tossed 
fantastic wreaths across pillar and molding, 
and clambered up eerily from arched window to 
broad roofing. 

The Moors below, the glare lending a wild, 
lurid look to gleaming eyes and snowy turbans, 
shouted in fierce joy as the work of destruction 
went on. 

“So perish the murderer of the’ Prophet's 
chosen! §o turn to blackness the bones of the 
traitor who dares to lift his bloody hand against 
Granada’s king! So depart from Granada the 
evil spells of the wizard! Allah il Allah! Ma. 
homet is his prophet!” rose in shrill, revenge- 
ful voices, as with savage yells they leaped to 
and fro, keeping close guard over the burning 
building, that no one could escape from it un- 
known to them. 

me me te the heavens leaped the red glare 
and the black wreaths of smoke. The great 
building shone out one moment, like a Gheber’s 
temple, blood red and fiery, every domed win- 
dow and pillared niche and carved railing per- 
fect and distinct. One moment—then it shook 
as by the breath of the fire-king, wavering to 
and fro, and the shouting throats below kept a 
moment’s awed silence, till it toppled, shrank, 
shuddered and fell in black, smouldering ruins. 
Wild yells of triumph rung out from the grati- 
fied Moors, and the home of the wizard of 
Granada was among the things of the past. 

But the wizard—where was he? 
With every nerve fired to fiercest enthusiasm 
and grim determination, Basilio sprang through 
the secret passage-way, which was known only 
to a deceased Mufti and himself, and emerged 
in the ruined hut, where garments were lying 
ready to be thrown over his own head, and to 
muftie the rich robes of the bride from public 
observation. 
Xina, whose mind had already endured so 
much anguish and excitement, could bear no 
more. With the consternation of Basilio’s ap- 
earance, the terrible sight of the falling king, 
is gold-embroidered robes spattered with the 
crimson tide of his own heart, she sank back in- 
sensible. 
Basilio could have asked nothing better. She 
was incapable of outcry or resistance. Helifted 
her in his strong arms and dashed on. He had 
only a short distance to proceed in the open air, 
ere he came again to the excavated tunnel 
which had its outlet in the basement of his own 
house. 
Panting and breathless, but with grim lip and 
fiery eye, he emerged from the dark, and laying 
down his helpless burden, he blew thrice on a 
whistle hanging at his girdle. 

= was immediately answered by an Ethiopian 
slave. 
‘Ts all ready ?” demanded the wizard. 
* Allis ready,” replied the slave, looking at 


crushed beneath an iron heel, gaye tokén that 
he had passed that way with Xina in his arms. 


“Quick! bring the disguises, and I will re- 
store consciousness to the maiden. We must 
go back to the secret passage. There will be a 
rush hither ina brief time. Serve me faithfully 
now, good Dalphon, and your freedom is se- 
cure.” 

The Ethiopian bowed and vanished. 

Basilio held a powerful essence to the nostrils 
of the maiden, and wet her lips with wine. She 
revived at once and sat up, staring round her 
bewilderedly. 

“Puton the disguise Dalphon will bring you,” 
said Basilio, in an authoritative voice. ‘I will 
save you, Xina. Ask no questions, but obey.” 


Dalphon came in while he spoke, handing his 
master a bundle, and hastily shaking out the 
boy’s clothing he had thrown over his arm. 

He held it out to the lady. 

“Tt is for your highness. Shall I assist you to 
hide your hair under the wig ?” 

Ina moment Xina comprehended the inten- 
tion of disguise and flight. She put out her 
hands in a dissenting gesture. 

“Why should I go? It is flight from one 
danger to another. I choose to remain.” 

“You shall not. Iwill bind you hand and foot, 
and carry you in my arms, before I will leave 
you behind. You were seeking to escape to 
Castile. I will take you thither.” 

Xina’s eyes flashed indignantly and resolute- 
ly, but Dalphon bent over her and whispered a 
marie word. ‘‘Go—the knight will be near at 

and.” 

Hope and courage revived instantly in the 
maiden’s heart. She took the clothing and 
passively signified her consent. 

Basilio went out for his small package of valu- 
ables, and returned a countryman—hair and 
beard changed entirely, even his complexion 
altered. Xina was mechanically fastening her 
boy’s tunic, and submitted quietly while Dal 
phon touched her cheek with a brown powder 
and rubbed her hands with the same. 


Basilio took her by the hand and led the way 
to the underground P gerade Dalphon follow. 
ing. Through the chill, dark passagé-way they 
hurried on, and neither spoke until they 
emerged again into the light. 

It was the Ethiopian slave who spoke then 
with an humble, deprecating gesture. 

“My master, Gaboine failed us. I could find 
nothing of him. Methinks he stole away to wit- 
ness the fine show of the king’s procession.” 

A fierce malediction escaped Basilio. 

“T have found another more trusty. I am 
sure he will not fail to be waiting with the 
carts,” spoke up Dalphon, quickly. 

“Good, Dalphon ; you shall not repent this 
good turn you have done me. I will give you 
gold to help you enjoy freedom.” 

The slave bowed nearly to the ground. 

*‘ My illustrious master is beneficent and gen- 
erous. Allah reward him accordingly! Come 
into this deserted hut. The baskets are waiting 
there, and Minto will have the carts at the end 
of the street.” 

They passed hastily along the deserted road 
and entered the dilapidated hut, left standing 
for the accommodation of such poverty-stricken 
wayfarers as had no other shelter. 


A string of hosier baskets and one long market 
basket with a few bunches of vegetables in it, 
looking like the remnant of a street vender’s 
stock, were lying in one corner, covered by a 
coarse cloth. Basilio took the basket on his 
arm, handed one of the smaller ones to Xina, 
and turned again to the door, Saying in a dry, 
feverish tone— . 

“There is no instant to be lost. Hark! Do 
you hear the alarm bell ?” ae 

_Dalphon threw the long string of baskets over 
his shoulder, and so the trio passed out again, 
and in a moment more had left that lonesome 
beggar’s quarter, and were treading a crowded 
street, along which the few outside people who 
had been left to guard the houses were stream- 
ing forth in consternation at the sound of the 
alarm bell. No one heeded the three apparent- 
ly innocent countrymen returning from their 
day’s marketing in Granada. All were absorbed 
in vague alarm at the ominous summons from 
the great Alhambra bell. And even had their 
attention been drawn toward them, no sus- 
picion could have been awakened, so perfect 
were the disguises, and such pains had been 
taken to prepare the way for them. 

At a sort of market bazaar two rude country 
carts were waiting for them, with a stupid- 
looking greasy-turbaned driver, whose head 
was dropped down upon his breast in an ap- 
parently sound slumber. 


the stirless figure still shrouded in the gory 
cloak. 


Dalphon stepped up to him and gave him a 
vigorous blow on the back. 


TAB 
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“ How now, Minto? Art tkousleeping? And 
here is the master come! 


but a few bunches, and we be read, ad home, | come at all but for that whisper.” 
ide. 


and a fine sight we have seen bes The 


great procession of the king going toward the | events.” 


wind opi I ise you, to have seen 
wide open, I promise you, to h 
enubeoldesy toa the flashing jewels. But hasten 


It would have made thy va py eyes 


i e i hi in ti ft ears of service to v d : ae 
thee and unfasten the ental wie Urata cf Gieds cee see, I am his| In this great offer we agree to give you a dollar’s 


prime counsellor.” 


drive the master, and the little Alena will ride 


Withe sleepy boor slowly and stiffly descended 


i fasteni rse | straggling villages on the outs 
from his seat and began unfastening the horse | 8 Bing las OOS ee : 
ie eee ae ede & hare large group of the Moorish vi. most extraordinary offer ever made by a reliable 
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from the post. As B: 
gan roa hig his basket into the cart, he made a 
short but respectful bow, which Basilio, how- 
ever, checked by a swift gesture of reproach. 
There were only two shopmen in the bazaar, 


and they were gazing idly from the door- heights of the sierras, Basilio turned to Dal- 


wa The same party came in this morning. 
There were four of them. Well, they did well 
to come into Granada such a day as this. It’s 
worth more than their day’s earnings to see the 
fine show,” said one to the other. 

Basilio heard and smiled quietly. They had 
heard nothing as yet, nor mistrusted evil, 
though the echoes of the alarm bell still rang 

pon the air. 
ss ors had already taken her seat, and Dalphon 
mounted up into the cart beside her. 

“7 will drive myself,” said Basilio, when the 
still sleepy-looking Minto clambered into his 


cart. 

And he led the way at once. 

The two animals had been carefully selected 
for endurance, rather than good looks; and 
pains had been taken to make them appear like 
the ill-kept, hard-used horses of the vegetable 
men. Their coats were filled with dust, and 
littering straw clung to the shaggy manes. Be- 
sides, the rude, patched-up harness added 
double effect. 

As they approached the great gateway a 
horseman, his steed foaming at the mouth and 
reeking with sweat, came dashing up and gave 
authoritative orders to the guard stationed 
there. A look of horror and consternation 
came over the faces of the soldiers who had 
listened to his hasty, excited words. 

While he was still talking the two carts drove 
up, Basilio leading the way. A soldier stepped 
forward, barring their progress with his long 
spear. iy 

“Palphon leaped nimbly from his cart and 
came around in front of the other. ; 

“How now, brave soldier? What is. the 
trouble? We have the password all right. 

“No one is to pass out. The king has been 
murdered.” ‘ 

«Holy prophet! the ae Not the king we 
were admiring a little while ago? Why, we 
saw him not more than an hour ago, riding 

avely along.” a 
bir We baa hee murdered, and by the Wizard 


e gold | Xina. 


‘But who are you, and why did you say that | cart and for one moment took in his the little 
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But when nightfall came, and they reached 
iHedeuste highway leading through the wooded 


phon with a pale smile and a flashing eye. 
“Now, then, Dalphon, we will test the mettle 
of the horses, if they be worth the great price 
I paid for them. We will use them while they 
are able to bear us: then we must arrange to 
purchase others. We have this advantage: we 
are ahead of any ‘niurious tidings—no courier 
can outstrip us. = have gold to use freely. 
More and better, I have the signet ring of the 
King of Granada. No one will dare refuse us 
aid with that magic circlet before their eyes. 
Let the couriers ride furiously as they will to 
warn the frontiers, we shall be safely over be- 
fore they can spread their tidings forth. Shake 
out your rein, good Dalphon, and earn freedom 
and a fortune.” } 
“*Xina, dearest,” he added, a moment after, 
“bear up as steadily as possible. We will halt 
a moment for refreshment, wien we reach the 
woods yonder; and the next sown shall find us 
horses and saddles, and we will leave these 
cumbersome carts behind, and take a new dis- 
guise. We will no longer be countrymen, but a 
Mufti’s guard, sent to the frontier on urgent 
business with the officers there. The garments 
are in one of your baskets, Dalphon; we will 
make the change soon.” : 
Xina scarcely deigned to answer him. But 
she put out her hand and touched that of the 
Ethiopian driver. erie 
“J will go no farther, Dalphon, whispered she, 
‘unless you answer me this question ; I suspect 
your own identity, but I demand to know when 
and where I shall meet him of whom you told 


absolutely free of charge, ten paleo books, 
which may be selected by yourself from the en- 
tire list offered, and the regular retail price of, 
which is ten cents each or one dollar for the ten 
books. Do not fail to read this remarkable 
offer, which comes to you from an old-established 
and reliable publishing house, whose responsi- 
bility cannot be questioned. 


CHAPTER X. 


“Ag last, at last!” cried out Basilio, in a 
sharp, high-wrought tone, showing to what 
stern tension he had hitherto forced his nerves. 
And he checked his horse and turned around in 
his saddle, looking back a Ao the dark blue 
summits of the Sierra de Toledo. 
Five days had passed since they emerged 
from beneath the great gateway of Granada. 
Night and day they had kept on their way, find- 
ing no trouble, as Basilio had prophesied, in 
obtaining fresh horses and means for instant 
and steady progress. Their plentiful supply of 
money had worked wonders in all cases but 
one, where a surly, ill-tempered official had 
demanded to know the nature of the business 
which sent so few of the retainers of the distant 
Mufti, and refused to allow them to proceed 
without. Even his suspicion was checked at 
sight of the sacred signet ring, and they passed 
through his sphere of command unmolested, 
Long ago they had left behind the clumsy carts 
which retarded progress, and were all mounted 
in comfortable saddles on fine, powerful ani- 
mals. Twice Basilio had ee ha the pro- 
riety of leaving behind the silent, tactiturn 
Ktinto, but had acquiesced in Dalphon’s hint, 


me.” 
Dalphon hesitated a moment, then bent down 
and whispered something in her ear. 
Xina started, clasped both her hands across 
her heart, and uttered a low cry, which Dalphon 
skilfully covered with a shout to hishorse. 
“You see that you can trust me. Let Basilio 
carry you to safety as fast as he chooses; any 
moment we can strike off his hold upon you, 
whispered Dalphon in conclusion. 
Xina drew one long, long breath of relief. 
“Allah bless you,’ she murmured; ‘now, 


ranada,” answered the soldier. 
Ot pe ou hear, master?” cried Dalphon, turn- 
ing to Basilio, who seemed eagerly aes Sie 
tention, as he heard the exciting news. ‘‘ Holy 
Allah! what wickedness! You don’t mean 
Basilio? Why, we got a potent drug of him to- 
day for the poor sick mistress at home. e 
“Can’t we go through at all to-night?” asked 
ilio, in a thiek, coarse voice. 
pat Who are théy?” demanded the horseman. 
“They came in this morning with vegetables, 
four of them a in these two carts,” re- 
i h ard. 
Lacey re 5 poor mistress will be crazy without 
her sleeping medicine to-night,” said the ready- 
tongued Dalphon. ‘This is bad luck for all, 
master—for all of us, in truth !” fiat 
“Tet them thropet, but no other, said the 
horseman, turning his animal again toward the 


ny the two carts went lumbering under the 


great arched pone and the massive gate |p 


‘langed behind them and was securely locked. 
Xing’ had listened like one spellbound. She 
was sitting by Dalphon’s side, still and rigid as 
a statue. She whispered now hastily to her 
companion : ' ‘s 

‘Who are you? What does this mean?” _ 

“We have escaped safely so far,” replied 
Dalphon, in the same cautious tone, glancin 
at the same time forward to see that Basilio di 
not notice the conversation. “I came in this 
morning with the cart filled with vegetables, 
with three companions dressed as you three 
are dressed. It was all planned last night. The 
three who came in are innocent of any knowl- 
edge of this stratagem. They wanted to see 
the show, and are still somewhere wandering in 
Granada,” 


indeed, I can take heart.” ; 
“You will need to guard your strength jeal- 
ously, for the journey is long and wearisome.” 
«7 am equal to anything now,” returned 
Xina. ; 
As Basilio had promised, they soon came to a 
halt. The rude peasant garb was discarded 
and thrown to the winds, and the party were 
now, in outward a agra pe a band of retainers 
in the servace of the Mufti. . : 
Xina no longer hesitated, but obeyed with 
alacrity, and Basillo was no more pleased than 
surprised as he lit a taper and brought her a 
glass of wine to find her face bright and cheer- 
1. 
"phe drank the wine, and took the bread and 
meat offered her without a gesture of dissent. * 
“Thou art reconciled to thy fate, sweet Xina ? 
he said, eagerly. , : 
She bent her head, blushing a little. 
“Thou shalt yet reign like a princess,” he re- 
onded. ‘I bear with me a precious parcel of 
gems, which is worth many a Spanish noble- 
man’s whole estate. Thou shalt never repent 
aving Granada.” " 
leet iiss not,” replied Xina, ‘‘ butlet us lose no 
moment. Dalphon has made me a cushion, and 
I am to lie down in the cart and rest me while 
we are in darkness and on this lonesome high- 
7. 7 9? 
wai is wise,” returned Basilio, hurrying to- 
rd his own cart. 
we Come hither a moment, Minto,” called he, 
‘lend your hand at this wheel.” 
Minto, the sleepy, silent fellow, came forward 
to the cart and put his shoulder against the 
wheel. Basilio could hear, but not see, so had 
no occasion for astonishment or anger when the 


that the safest proof of his betraying nothing 
was to keep him with them. — ; 
The whole party showed signs of the fatigue 
they had undergone, and looked worn and 
jaded. Xina, indeed, had borne it beyond the 
most flattering hopes of her companion. Al- 
though her cheek was pale and her form listless 
and drooping, yet_at every step nearer Castile 
her eye brightened and her spirits rose. ; 
Now, indeed, they were at the frontier.- They 
had crossed sierra and river, valley and moun- 
tain gorge, and now the dark waters of the Ta- 
gus alone rolled between them and safety. They 
must cross at Toledo and proceed on the Castile 
side up the river to Madrid. The horses were 
still fresh, and looking far back as they now 
could, there was no sign of pursuit. L , 
“At last!’ cried out Basilio through his set 
teeth, and breathing hard and long. ‘Danger 
is over, we are safe.” ; 
Instinctively every rider checked his horse 
and looked back. The tears were slowly drip- 
ping down from Xina’s long, dark lashes. Even 
stolid Minto’s eyes held a soft dew, and Basilio’s 
dark face was full of exultation and triumph. 
Only Dalphon pressed a trembling hand against 


-| his heart and shuddered. 


Was freedom, then, so unwelcome a boon? 
One would have said, looking into the tumultu- 
ous agitation of the spirit behind that black 
mask, that the moment of sorest anguish had 
come to Dalphon. . ; 

Presently, the fierce look dying out from his 
face, Basilio wheeled his horse and rode to 
Dalphon’s side. ; 

‘‘Dalphon, my fine fellow, you have served 
me well and faithfully. You are your own mas- 
ter, now. Here is gold. Give what you choose 
to your companion, keep the horses you ride for 
your own, and go now whither you choose. It 
were better, perhaps, that we entered Toledo 
separately, if indeed you care to go at all to the 
town.” ‘ 

“My master,” returned Dalphon, in a voice 
that was singularly husky, “let us not part com- 

any 80 soon—at least, not until we are safely 
in the Spanish town. It might be troublesome 
for such humble people as Minto and me to be 
there in a strange town in these Moorish cos- 
tumes. We may need your protecting presence 


stupid, stolid Moor passed to the back of the 


a little longer.” 
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Basilio looked rok Rege and a trifle annoyed, 
but he was touched by the tremulous tones. 

“What! does it grieve you to leave me, Dal- 
phon? Of a trath, I am grateful for even a 
stave’s affection. Try your new life of freedom 
a little, and if you like it not, come back to me. 
So faithful a friend is not to be ei rned lightly. 
But rid yourself of yonder block: The fellow 
seems made of ice, and to possess a frozen 
tongue. We will go on, then, together to the 
town. But there it is expedient that our ways 
diverge, for a time at least.” 

Dalphon bowed his acknowledgment, and fell 
back to his place. 

This singular group of riders in Moorish cos- 
tume might well draw a crowd in the streets of 
Toledo. But Basilio flung a handful of coin 

mong them, and hurried on to the chief house 
of entertainment for travelers ; and, sending for 
a magistrate, explained that he was a Spaniard 
who had long been kept detained in Granada, 
and who had just made his escape. He told, 
too, the unfortunate fate of the Castilian prin- 
cess. As he anticipated, he was treated with 
marked courtesy. He came back to the room 
where he had left his companions, dressed in 
the robes of a Spanish grandee, and looking in 
truth a very nobleman by nature. He came 
forward with a proud smile, and started to per- 
ceive that Xina likewise had been restored to 
her true estate. 

The hateful Moorish costume was discarded. 
Her face had been cleansed from its darkened 
hue, her beautiful hair uncoiled and gracefully 
braided round her head, and she wore the flow- 
ing silken garments of a Spanish lady. 

om ape © you have improved the time, loveliest 
Xina. Whence procured you the garments ?” 

“Dalphon sent the innkeeper’s daughter for 
them. The others were travel-stained as well 
as odious.” 

“Dalphon is the wisest and most thoughtful 
of his race. You will be sorry to part from 
him,” said Basilio. 

‘* Nevertheless, ‘it will be inevitable, I fear, 
I shall proceed as soon as you are rested-——” 

“Not to Madrid,” interrupted Dalphon, sud- 
denly ; “you will not. dare to venture thither !” 

“And why not?” retorted Basilio, turning 
around with a frown. ‘In truth, I mean not to 
tarry. I shall find my way to the sea-coast and 
seek a home in France. But why should I not 
tarry if I choose in Madrid?” 

* Because of the Spanish knight, Sir Ildefonse, 
you remember-——” said Dalphon, firmly, al- 
though the angry red burnt up over Basilio’s 
face. 

** And what of him?” demanded Basilio. ‘Is 
your brain ‘turned, Dalphcon? What should I 
eare about him ?” 

“And the Count Montholio,” pursued Dal- 
phon, steadily. 

Basilio glared at him. 

“You are demented, Dalphon! What more ?” 

Dalphon had made a scarcely perceptible 
gesture, which Minto obeyed by leaving the 
room. Hevurned toward Basilio again, his eye 
growing fierce and wild. 

* And more than that, Basilio. Madrid should 
have ugly memories for you. A ghost should 
rise from the dark waters of the Tagus to shriek 
into'your ears the name of Anita.” 


* Anita!” gasped Basilio, his cheek paling 
and his eyes dilating, despite his best efforts. 

“Aye, Anita. Hist again! Anita— Count 
Montholio—Sir Ildefonse! These be three 
dark, ghostly shades to rise to meet thee at 
Madrid. Dare you face them ?” 

Basilio, ghastly pale, clenched his hand and 
shook it in Dalphon’s face. 

“What have you done? How have you fer- 
retted out these secrets? After such faithful 
service I know not what it means, thisinsolence ; 
but say another word and I forget your good 
deeds and give you instant death!” 

A low, contemptuous laugh burst from Dal- 
phon. 
nas Basilio, least of all should I fear you now, 
and I have never trembled at your wrath, any- 
whero, at any time.” 

Basilio turned to the pale, silent listener. 

“Come, Princess Xina, let us leave this mad 
creature to himself” 

‘Countess Christina, do not stir,” 
spoke Dalphon. 

“Are you the Eyil One himself?” demanded 
Basilio, shaking now in every limb. 

“I think, rather, I am an avenging ghost,” 
returned Dalphon, with a bitter langh. Then 
turning, in a solemn voice he cried : 

** Basilio, Basilio, repent your sins, forego 
your selfish aims, and for once be generous and 
noble. Take the maiden where she belongs! 
Picture to yourself a father’s anguish and haye 


calmly 


compassion. Trample no longer on bleeding 
hearts to satisfy your own fierce passions. Oh, 
Basilio! it is for your cwn sake I plead. Re- 
pent, repent, Basilio!” 

“In the name of evil, who are you?” demanded 
again Basilio’s stiff, cold lips. 

“You shall know full soon enough. I have 
already told you I am anavenging ghost. Think 
of all the evil you have done and repent. Re- 
member that brave young knight, so handsome, 
so noble, so chivalrous and true, that even the 
Moors admired and reverenced him. Basilio, 
it was your poison which decreed his death. 
Have you no compassion, no remorse ?” 

Basilio shook, whether with passion or an- 
guish nobody but himself soll know, but he 
gave no answer. 

‘* Was there no thrill within your heart to tell 
you who he was, poor wretch? Hist, Basilio, 
and doubt me not. You know I have spoken 
the truth hitherto, and I speak not falsely now. 
Iidefonse was the son of Anita, and who was 
father of Anita’s child ?” 

“Tt is a lie!” burst from Basilio. 

“Tt is heaven’s truth. He was your own son, 
wretched man. A son such as the haughtiest 
noble in Castile would rejoice to own, and you 
sent him to his death.” 

“T will not believe you! It cannot be, for 
Anita died !” vociferated the tortured man, in a 
hoarse voice. 

“She died, did you say? You should mean to 
say she was murdered. Yes, the dark waters of 
the Tagus opened for her, and closed again over 
her head. But whose hand thrust her forth, 
fiercely unclasping the wild hands catching at 
the boat? Speak. Wizard of Granada! You are 
skilled in readiz» lark secrets; answer me: 
Who was Anita’s a. urderer ?” 

The drops of sweat stood on Basilio’s fore- 
head, he glared at the speaker wildly, his livid 
lips moved but gave forth no sound. 

“Well, no matter. Anita’s ghost has well 
avenged her. You could not fly from it, not 
even in your secret cells in the Granada wiz- 
ard’s house. And yet you swore once that she 
was dearer than all the world beside. You won 
her poor, simple heart, you were father to her 
child, but when the beautiful and wealthy count- 
ess came, you turned away from her. You 
longed to be rid of her, and you succeeded. 
She trusted in your assumed tenderness, and 
accompanied you when your boat shot out upon 
the river, but you returned alone, Basilio; Anita 
was left behind. You thought mother and child 
slept in the same safe grave under the Tagus. 
You knew not her child was already born and 
safely cared for. But what availed the crime, 
Basilio? You could not win the noble maiden, 
after all. She chose the Count Montholio. And 
then, in your fierce anger, to gratify your re- 
vengeful spirit, you stole their child, and was as 
surely the means of the noble countess’s death 
as if you had plunged your dagger into her 
heart. You fled away to Granada. You ex- 
changed the babe for the royal infant, to whose 
deathbed you were called in frantic haste by 
the frightened nurse, who knew her own life 
would pay the penalty of her carelessness. And 
the years fled on, and your magician’s art 
brought you gold, and steadily your power grew 
and your plans prospered. 

“The Princess Xina became your pupil, the 
king chose you as his confidant; all things 
worked auspiciously, even your slave Dalphon 
was true and faithful to your interest. Then 
the new admiration of love, if you choose to call 
it so, the determination. to win the Princess 
Xina for yourself, grew with her dawning wom- 
anhood. ‘You laid your plans and bided patient- 
ly. You changed your wealth quietly for gems 
of priceless value, which could be carried away 
at a moment’s notice. You guessed not who 
watched all, every movement, every new plan, 
who mastered all your secret panels and un- 
derground passages. Nay, who knows even 
more than yourself. For once you fairly suc- 
ceeded in your oft repeated and baffling experi- 
ments. Your picture remained perfect through 
its last solution once, and stood the test of a 
day in the sunshine, but you never knew it; 
while your back was turned a hand seized it, 

changed it for another plate, and secretly added 
a new ingredient to your crucible that you 
might not chance again upon the like succes 
And you never guessed it all. Ha, ha! Da 
phon learned much from his master, among the 
rest, to wait patiently for revenge. You guessed 
not whose message stirred Count Monthoho’s 
heart to send the knight, your own son, to search 
for the lost Countess Christina. You guessed 
not who silently but surely marred your plans, 
your ultimate success, even though consent 
was given that you should reach this spot.” 


“In the name of heaven, who are you?” 
again implored Basilio, grasping at a chair for 
support to his shaking limbs. 

““Are you repentant?” demanded Dalphon, 
not so ‘sternly, but there was a quivering ca- 
dence in the voice. 

Basilio shaded his eyes with his hand. 

“T know not,” he muttered, in a troubled 
tone, ‘‘ but there are two memories which stir 
me strangely, that he was my own son, that 
brave young knight, and the thought of his 
hapless mother, she loved me so—my poor 
Anita.” 

A splash of tears fell suddenly upon Dal- 
hon’s cheek, and as they coursed down they 
eft a pale streak behind them. The Ethiopian’s 

complexion was plainly assumed. 

af Basilio, if you could call them back, if you 
eould undo your wicked deeds, would you give 
to Iidefonse the hand of the maiden who loves 
him, and who will never love you, as a proof 
that your repentance is genuine ?” 

Basilio was shaken like a reed with many 
strange, startling thoughts and new emotions. 

“If I could go back to my old innocence, if I 
could be simply Montez the Spaniard, with 
Anita alive, and our boy here, I would give 
more—all my diamonds, all my carefully stored 
knowledge and Xina a thousand times,” burst 
from him with a deep sob. 

A glad, thrilling smile, singular effect upon 
that dark face, came with Dalphon’s answer. 

‘** Basilio, thou hast been called the Wizard of 
Granada, but my art is higher than thine. I 
can call from the Alhambra’s cell its poisoned 
prisoner. Ildefonse, come hither!” 

The door unclosed at once and Sir Ildefonse 
walked in, clad in his own knightly garb, with 
his good sword flashing at his side. 

Basilio retreated a step or two, then came 
forward. 

‘Alive? now may Heaven be praised,” he 
said, huskily, and turned to Xina. 

“Speak, Xina, is it true, dost thou love him, 
this gallant knight, who deserves a better 
father ?” 

Xina’s eloquent hands outstretched toward 
Ildefonse were better answer than words. Ba- 
silio took her hand and put it into the knight’s 
tender clasp. 

“Take her, Ildefonse, and in her tender love, 
her noble character, be recompensed for the 
cruel fate which gave you such a father.” 

‘‘A father!” stammered Ildefonse; ‘ what 
mean you ?” 

**Heard you not? Dalphon, mysterious ora- 
cle that he is, declares it so. Do you disdain to 
own the relationship ?” 

There was a painful chord in the voice, im- 
ploring and pathetic. 

Involuntarily Idefonse had fallen back, his 
face troubled and grave. It was hard indeed 
at such a moment, with Xina’s hand in his, to 
acknowledge for a father the vindictive, crime- 
stained man he had known as Basilio. 

“Tt is meet punishment,” groaned Basilio, 
turning hastily to hide the spasm of grief. 
‘*Dalphon, oh, that my power were potent 
enough to give me better consolation; Anita 
would forgive me everything. My poor, poor 
Anita !’’ 

But Dalphon had ateped noiselessly, with 
that step so thoroughly practiced to silent 
movement, from the room. 

Basilio was too worn out With the terrible 
excitement of his own emotions to follow. He 
sat down and laid his blanched face in his 
trembling hands. 

A touch on his shoulder presently aroused 
him. He looked up. <A tall woman, in black 
dress, with a black mantilla over her shoulders, 
stood before him. The face was pale and worn, 
but with traces of a beauty which tenderness 
would soon revive. ‘The eyes were deep, pas- 
sionately tender and of a purplish blackness. 
Those eyes spoke for themselves. 

“Oh, holy saints!” cried out Baslio. ‘* Anita, 
speak ; tell me it is you, and not your ghost.” 

‘* Basilio, it is Anita, who was saved from the 
river, who left her child with Count Montholio 
and followed her husband.” 

“Followed me—” repeated Basilio, clinging 
to her hands and speaking bewilderedly. 

* Aye, followed you to Granada.” 

“Jam dazed, 1 am bewildered and cannot 
think,” said Basilio, in a troubled voice. 

‘** Basilio, 1 was Dalphon. My heart has been 
fierce and hot, I meant to crush you here with 
my revenge. I thought to go with my son and 
turn from you pitilessly. But—but—a woman’s 
heart is strong and her will is weak—I cannot 


hate you. I grieve for you, I—I—love you still, 
Basilio.” 
The voice was faint and faltering, with diffi- 
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culty held from breaking forth into a sob. The 
dark, melancholy, beautiful si ete misty with 
tears, the hands held forth tremblingly. 

Basilio seized them with passionate vehe- 
mence. 

“ Anita, will you trust me once more? Can I 
go back again over the wretched pathway of re- 
morse and come into something like innocence 
again—something not worthy, but sufiicient to 
encourage your forgiveness and affection ?” 

“Oh, Basilio, if you will only try, I will help 
you so earnestly, I will love you so devotedly.” 

‘‘Heaven be my witness, [ am sincere in my 
desire to atone for my sinfulness. I will begin 
anew. Perhaps you will yet teach our son to 
forgive me.” 

‘*Has he refused? Tidefonse, are you so cruel 
to me?” exclaimed Anita, reproachiully. 

“To you?” faltered Ildefonse. 

“To your mother, Ildefonse ; to the mother 
who has brought you out of all your difficulties. 
Have you not guessed it ?” 

There was no reluctance here. Ildefonse 
sprang forward and kissed hér again. 

“My mother, my mother; oh, how wonderful 
it seems.” 

“But you have found a father likewise,” she 
said, impatient that he should join in her gen- 
erous forgiveness. ‘Speak to your father, Ilde- 
fonse. You remember how I warned you not to 
harm him.” 

") Wate slowly- turned and held out his 
and, 

*“When I see my mother righted before the 
world and tenderly treated, then I shall be 


death of Azim, the king’s younger brother, who, 
according to Moorish habits, had been reared 
away from home, and was quite a stranger to his 
royal brother. 

“The king was absent, and Xina conceived 
the wild project of assuming her supposed 
brother’s character as a method of enjoying the 
free life she coveted. The courier, who was the 
son of the Moorish teacher entrusted with the 
care of the heir presumptive, was only too glad 
to assent to the plan, provided they were 
shielded from punishment in case of its failure. 
For young Azim was killed by means of their 
culpable carelessness. I promised my assist- 
ance, and the courier returned without com- 
municating his tidings. A few months after 
Azim was sent for, and we managed thereafter 
that Xina should be able to simulate and sus- 
tain both characters. There were only two 
trusty servants to whom the secret was known. 
It was a hazardous experiment, but it gave 
| great liberty to Xina, and while it made her life 
far happier, it broadened and strengthened her 
character. I only trembled for her discovery 
when in your presence, Basilio, for I could see 
that you were always puzzled by Prince Azim.” 

“She must receive credit for masterly acting. 
No wonder Prince Azim’s disappearance was 
such a mystery, even to the king,” returned 
Basilio. 

“‘ Ah, yes ; imagine during the last cay at the 
Alhambra, while surrounded every instant by 
guards, how I longed to-force access to the 
closet where I kept the clothing, turban and 
jetty beard of Prince Azim. But I could not 


ready to forget all the injustice I have received | even obtain speech with any trusty servants, 


at your hands.” 

“You are right,” answered Basilio; ‘words 
are easily spoken, but promises may be broken. 
Deeds cannot be doubted. I shall prove to you 
my sincere repentance. Already I am strangely 
light-hearted. It was so heavy, that weight of 
sin. Anita, my faithful, generous wife, let us 
go hence and leave these young people to pur- 
sue their gel alone. This son, who has 
been deserted by both parents, deserves atone- 
ment. I will divide my store of diamonds with 
him. It will endow him with a fortune which 
will raisé him to a position fit to ask of Count 
Montholio his heiress and daughter. For us, 
we will not darken his bright career. You will 
take them, Ildefonse——” 

The knight made a gesture of dissent, but an 
imploring look from his mother checked the 
words of refusal. 

Basilio unclasped a wide morocco belt be- 
neath his Spanish tunic, took a dagger from his 
girdle and cut it in halves. He handed one to 
Anita and laid the other in the hand of Ilde- 
fonse, 

“‘T am ashamed of my churlish spirit,” broke 
forth Idefonse. ‘Forgive me, my father; I 
will doubt you no more.” 

Father and son grasped hands over the trem- 
bling, grateful clasp of the two tearful women.- 
They sat down reece to a long and joyful, 
however agitated, explanation. 

‘*It is so startling, so bewildering,” said Xina, 
smiling through her happy tears. ‘To think 
we four are safely here in Castile, so trans- 
formed, all of us.” 

“Yes, strangely changed. They must all 
perish, the Princess Xina, the Wizard of Grana- 

a, Dalphon and silent Minto. All must be left 
behind with the land of the Moslem. In new 
characters, with new names, I trust, we shall go 
forth to a wiser and better life,” answered Ani- 
ta, solemnly. s 

“I wish we had known something of Prince 
Azim’s fate,” observed Idefonse. ‘‘ He was too 


who were all under arrest. But it was to this 
powerful friend I owe my inimitable disguise, 
and she had access, Basilio, to all your science. 
Yet I knew her not as Dalphon. She was al- 
ways a strange, gray apparition, half mortal 
and half ghostly. You haye seen her so, Ilde- 
fonse,” said Xina. 

“But our acting and our disguises are all 
ended. Let us he thankful for it,” added 
Anita, earnestly. 

“TI have been troubled remembering my poor 
Alana; can you tell me anything about him?” 
asked Idefonse. 

“Prince Azim sent him forward that night of 
the king’s departure for the battle. He was not 
with the Spanish captives, and, without doubt, 
escaped to the frontier.” 

“That will complete my satisfaction,” said 
Ildefonse, hastily. ‘‘ Now, then, let us hasten 
to relieve Count Montholio’s suspense, and 
gladden his heart by the restoration of his 
daughter.” 

Basilio had drawn his wife aside, and was 
talking to her in a low voice. She listened 
earnestly, and presently came back to her son. 

* Tldefonse, your father is right. It is better 
that you should go forward alone. He shrinks 
from meeting Count Montholio yet. A little 
time will heal all these sensitive wounds, 
though the scars remain. He will send by you 
a heartfelt prayer for forgiveness. We will wait 
here until we know how Christina’s father re- 
ceives this revelation. It is possible we may 
make it otr home in Toledo, for it will be hard 
for your father to go back to the old scenes. 
We shall be near enough to see each other 
often, to hear from each other regularly; I am 
inclined to agree with him that our homes had 
better be apart.” 

And so it was decided. The next day the 
youthful lovers were able to resume their jour- 
ney, and they were thankful indeed that they 
had made no further delay, when they arrived 
at the castle of Count MonthoMo, and learned 


noble and refined for a Moor.” 

“‘ T never could understand him,” said Basilio. 
**There was a nameless something about him 
which perplexed and baffled me. I always had 
the impression that somehow he'was an enigma.” 


that the sad tidings from the expedition into 
Granada had effected him so seriously as to 
endanger his life and waste his feeble strength. 


Ildefonse at his bedside. The latter had not 


“Let it be read here with all the rest,” said 
=, as she exchanged a significant smile with 

ina. 

Whereupon, smiling and blushing, Xina 
leaned against her loyer’s shoulder and whis- | 
pered a word in his ear. 

He could not have looked more astonished if 
the ground had opened beneath his feet. 

“Can it be possible? how could I have been 
so blind ?” 

Basilio looked at them inquiringly. 

**It is another of Dalphon’s mysteries,” said 
his wife. ‘It was natural I should take an in- 
terest in the Princess Xina, knowing as I did 
her true name and birth. I aided her very 
often in escaping from the seraglio life, so irk- 


dared entrust his important tidings to any care- 
less tongue, and went in alone to prepare him 
for the good news which might prostrate him | 
as easily as evil tidings. 

** All the saints be praised that you are safely 
home again, my gallant’ boy,” said the old; 
count, laying his attenuated hand on that of the | 
knight. 

“TI feared you were slain as well as our noble | 
princes. Thank heaven that you are home| 
again, even though your quest was hopeless.” 

“‘T grieve to find you so ill, my noble friend, 
my generous benefactor,” exclaimed Ildefonse, 
fee moved at sight of his feebleness. 

“It is nothing; I go soon to join my angel 
wife. The summons will not be hard to obey. 


some and wearing to one of her high spirit. | But tell me if you learned aught of Montez or 
One day a courier arrived in hot haste at the | the child.” 


bra, mourning the sudden and violent 


Feeble and wan and tremulous he received | 


the child had already been eared for. Sh¢ 
was reared in the Alhambra itself as a royal 
princess.” 

“ But she is dead-—” 

“Nay, she is alive.” 

** And married to an accursed Moor, weddec 
their customs. She would not come to an un: 
known father. I see—I see,” said the count 
sorrowfully. 

“Nay, nay. I found her safe, unmarried, 
lovely and gifted and good. Dear, dear Coun| 
Montholio, only be calm, and I will bring her t¢ 
you.” 

, The count stretched out two shaking armr 
and almost shrieked: 

‘My child, my child, bring her to me!” 

Iidefonse hastened to give the signal foi 
Xina’s appearance, 

She came in pale and agitated, but with 3 
sweet, touching smile of tender affection. 

‘My Christina’s living image!” ejaculated 
the count; ‘‘you need not show me the birth: 
mark; I need no other evidence than that 
fate.” 

He opened his feeble arms, and Xina sank 
into them. A blissful, holy silence kept the 
room for many minutes. Then the count raised 
the stately head resting upon his shoulder, and 
looked fondly into the beautiful face. 

** My Christina’s living image!” he repeated ; 
‘it is almost like having her again. Ildefonse, 
how can I repay you for this?” ; 

“My hanotaceer, my father, I owed, you more 
than this long ago. Let me give you a cordial, 
no presently you shall hear all this eventful 

istory.” 

The count drank the cordial, still holding his 
danughter’s hand. 

«fy am so feeble, so feeble,” he murmured ; 
“a little timé gone and I was rejoicing at this 
proof of my speedy reunion with my angel 
wife. Nowit grieves me that you will be left 
unprotected, my child.” 


fonse, fervently. ‘Let me tell you all.” 

The count listened intently: He was evi- 
dently much exhausted and unable to talk, but 
when atiength the knight paused, he took his 
daughter’s hand and laid it gently in that of 
Iidefonse, ‘while a smile of perfect happiness 
played over his face. 

** Tell your father, because I loye you so much 
and am so sinful and erring myself, I hold no 
slightest shade of resentment. Te I had found 
her otherwise, it might be different; but so 
gifted and lovely and tenderly reared, how can 
I regret it? She will be heiress to all my pos- 
sessions. Had I dreamed of her claim upon 
them, I had been less lavish.” 

‘She will need naught,” Tdefonse hastened 
to say, sincerely grateful for Basilio’s gift. 
“‘My father has given me a generous fortune.” 

“That is well,” feebly whispered tke count. 
“ Heaven will bless you, my good children.” 

There was silence for a longtime. The in- 
valid seemed dozing, and they dared not dis- 
turb him. Suddenly he started and opened his 
eyes. An ineffably happy smile played over the 
whitening lips. 

“It is very beautiful!” he said; “I am so 
happy, And it ended successfully, the knight's 
quest. 

“Is he wandering ?” whispered Xina, a vague 
alarm creeping into her eyes; “his hand is so 
cold, Ildefonse.” 

Ildefonse bent over him. 

A gray ghastliness was rapidly changing the 
face, the eyes were fixed and glassy, but the 
| blissful smile was still there. When the wan 
| eyelids dropped they scarcely knew that the 
breath had stopped likewise. But Ildefonse 
perceived it at last. 

‘* My Christina,” said he, taking her tenderly 
into his arms, ‘we cannot mourn that this true 
and noble soul has gone to its reward.” 

Do not fail to read our special and confidential 
offer to you, which will be found immediately 
following the story of “ 'The Wizard of Granada.” 
In this great offer we agree to give you a dollars 
worth of books absolutely free if you will send us 
only thirty-five cents fora year’s subscription 
to Tum Inuustratep Home Guxst, a sample 
copy of which is sent you herewith. This is the 
most extraordinary offer ever made bya reliable 
publishing house, and enables you to secure, 
absolutely free of charge, ten splendid books, 
which may be selected by yourself from the en- 
tire list offered, and the regular retail price of 
which is ten cents each or one dollar for the ten 
books. Do not fail to read this remarkable 
offer, which comes to you from an old-established 
and reliable publishing house, whose responsi- 
bility cannot to questioned. 


“TI did, dear Count Montholio, I learned that 


[THE END.] , 


“Never that, while I live,” ejaculated Hae 
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A special and Confidential 


OFFER TO YOU! 


If YOU WILL SEND US 


Your Subscription to “The Illustrated Home Guest” 
FOR ONE YEAR AT 35 CENTS, 


WE WILL GIVE vou 


A DOLLAR'S WORTH OF BOOKS ABSOLUTELY FREE! 


— $e ____ 
be , 


We send you herewith a sample copy of Tue 
ILLustRATED Home Guest. We want you to read 


cal and inclined to doubt our ability to fulfill it. 
But we can and will fully explain our ability to 


and enjoy it. Weare sure you will like it. It is| perform exactly what we promise, and we will 


a bright and interesting paper, filled with every- 
thing to entertain and instruct each member of 
the family circle. It contains the most fascinating 
serial and short stories by.the most famous au- 
thors to be found in any American periodical. Dur- 
ing the year 1895 it will publish serial or short 
stories, one or both, by such famous authors as 
Mrs. Emma D. E. N. Southworth, Mrs. Mary J. 
Holmes, Mrs. May Agnes Fleming, Charlotte M. 
Braeme, author of ‘““Dora Thorne,” Mrs. Ann S. 
Stephens, Mary Kyle Dallas, Etta W. Pierce, Mrs. 
Jane G. Austin, Emerson Bennett, Sylvanus Cobb, 
Jr., and many others. Its various departments 
are instructive and entertaining. It isa publica- 
tion of the very highest order of literary 1erit, 
and cheap only in price. 

Reader, we want_you to become a subscriber to 
Tue Intustratep Home Guest for the coming year. 
We want to double our present circulation, be- 
cause we believe that new subscribers secured 
now will be permanent subscribers, and therefore 
we are willing to lose money at the outset, being 
content to trust to the future for ultimate profit. 
We have therefore sent this sample copy to a lim- 
ited number of people, you being of the number, 
in order to make to you a Special and Confidential Offer 
to induce you to subscribe for Tur ILLustratTED 
Home Guest for the coming year. The offer we are 
about to make you is so unprecedented, so un- 
heard-of, so far in advance of anything ever here- 
tofore proposed by any reliable publishing house, 
that at first thought you may be somewhat skepti- 


also, we think, convince you, by quotations from 
leading newspapers, that we are strictly reliable, 
and that whatever we agree to do may be depend- 
ed upon. 


Our Special and Confidential Offer to You 


is as follows: 


Upon receipt of only Thirty-five Cents (‘he regular 
subscription price) we will send you ** The Wlustrated 
Home Cuest”’ for One Year, and we will also send 
you, Absolutely Free, by mail post-paid, A Dol- 
lar’s Worth of Books, zamely, Any Ten Books 
that you May Select /om ‘hose enumerated and de- 
scribed upon the 25th fo 32a pages inclusive. 


There are, as you will see, ninety-eight books 
from which you may ‘make your selections. In- 
cluded in the list are complete novels by the most 
famous authors, and agreat variety of other works 
upon many useful and amusing subjects. Each 
book consists of a handsome volume of 64 large, 
double column pages, neatly printed on good 
paper, and bound in attractive colored paper cov- 
ers. They are all uniform in size and style, and 
are all new books or new editions, having been 
published within the past year. These books, 
which are published in the most attractive and 
convenient form for reading and preservation, 
uniformly bound in attractive covers and em- 
bracing some of the most popular works in the 
language, must not be confounded with the cheap 
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16-page pamphlets which are sometimes called 
books and have been extensively circulated. 

The regular retail price of the books we offer 
you is ten cents each, and they are very cheap at 
that price. We agree to send you, absolutely free 
and post-paid, any fen books that you may select from 
those enumerated and described upon the re- 
maining pages of this book, if you will send us 
thirty-five cents for a year's subscription to Tur 
IttustraTED Home Guest. Therefore you will 
secure, absolutely free, one dollar’s worth of these 
splendid books by becoming a subscriber to our 
paper for one year. 


A SPLENDID OPPORTUNITY WITHIN YOUR REACH, 


Please look carefully over the list of ninety- 
eight books we offer. Do you not find among them 
at least /en books that you would very much like 
to have? Well, then, remember that you may 
have the ten books of your choice, fully worth one 
dollar, absolutely free if you will send us thirty- 
five cents for your subscription to Tur ILLustratTEp 
Home Guest for one year. Is not this indeed a 
splendid opportunity that is now within your 
reach? At no expense whatever, for the paper is 
worth all and more than we ask for it, you will 
secure ten handsome books, which will bea pleas- 
ure and a delight to you for months, yes, years to 
come. The books will be sent you immediately 
upon receipt of your letter containing your si1b- 
scription ; the paper will be sent you regularly 
every month for one year. We pay all postage ; 
you have nothing to pay beyond the 35 cents for 
your subscription to’ Tue Inrustrarep Home Guest 
for one year. Can you doubt that this is the 
most extraordinary, the most remarkable offer 
ever made by any reliable publishing house? Can 
you afford to let such an opportunity as this pass? 


REMEMBER THAT THIS IS A SPECIAL 
OFFER TO YOU. 


It is a confidential offer made only to those 
whom we address. We do not publish the offer 
in the paper. We could not afford to give away a 
dollar’s worth of books to every subscriber. But 
for the purpose of increasing, and if possible 
doubling, our circulation, we offer to you a dollar’s 
worth of books absolutely free if you will send us 35 
cents for a year’s subscription to Tur ILLustrarEep 
Home Gurst. This is a special and confidential 
offer, an exceptional privilege which you enjoy. 
Being determined, if possible, to double our 
circulation within the next two or three months, 
we know that we must expend money liberally to 
accomplish it, and we give new subscribers the 
entire benefit, thus presenting to them, as we 
do, this remarkable opportunity of getting a 
dollar's worth of books absolutely free. If you 
wish to do so you can easily sell the ten books to 
your friends and neighbors for ten cents each or 
one dollar for the ten, as they sell readily at 
their regular marked price, and thus get the 
paper one year for nothing and make a clear 
profit of 65 cents on the transaction. 


HOW WE CAN AFFORD TO MAKE THIS 
CREAT OFFER! 


Home Guest for one year at thirty-five cents. But 
we assure you that we can and will fulfill the 
offer to the letter, and our reputation, gained 
by nineteen years of honest dealing, should be 
sufficient guarantee that any offer we make will 
be faithfully carried out. The reason that we 
can afford to make such an offer, great and 
unprecedented as it is, i8 readily explained. In 
the first place, it must be understood that the 
books are manufactured by us upon our own 
premises, in mammoth editions, and we employ 
the latest-improved labor-saving machinery in 
every branch of the work, thus reducing the cost 
of productiontoaminimum. Inthe second place, 
there is no immediate profit, but an actual loss, 
upon every subscription secured in this way. But 
this loss we are quite content to sustain, because 
we know that a great majority of all subscriptions 
so secured will remain with us permanently, and 
our profit will therefore come in the future, It is 
not immediate profit, but a mammoth subscrip- 
tion list that we seek, and this fact gives you the 
remarkable opportunity which we now present 
to you. : 


NO FRAUD OR HUMBUG ABOUT OUR 
OFFER. 


Remember that this offer comes to you 
from an old-established and reliable publishing 
house—one that for nineteen years has borne an 
unblemished reputation. We could not afford to 
lose that reputation by making an offer that we 
could not faithfully carry out. The following 
notices of our establishment are a few of the 
many that have appeared in the leading papers 
of the country : 


F. M. Lupton, New York, is trustworthy.—New York Weekly Sun. 

F. M. si de New York, is an old-established publisher, and we can 
recommend him as perfectly reliable and trustworthy. All who patronize 
him may be assured of getting good value for the money.—Wew York 
Weekly World. 

For many years F. M. Lupton, New York, has been before the public 
asa publisher. In all that time he has borne the best of reputations for 
reliability, and the public know that when they send to him for anything 
they will receive it, and find it just as represented.— The Baptist Weekly. 

'. M. Lupton’s publishing house is thoroughly responsible, personally 
known to us, and he has an excellent reputation for promptly fulfilling 
every obligation to the very letter.— Tribune and Farmer, Philadelphia. 

The publishing business of F. M. Lupton, New York, has grown to ex- 
tensive proportions through the energy, enterprise and strict integrity 
of the proprietor. He believes in treating his patrons so well that they 
will come again and often.— Chicago Express. 

_Mr. F. M. Lupton, New York, never makes an offer that he cannot 
faithfully carry out. He is known throughout the Union as a perfectly 
straightforward and reliable business man.— Philadelphia Times. 

We know Mr. Lupton to be perfectly reliable, and we can assure our 
readers that every offer he makes will be faithfully carried out.— Kansas 
City (Mo.) Times. 

The old-established and well-known ublisher, F. M. Lupton, New 
York, enjoys the enviable reputation of doing business in an honorable 
and straightforward manner.—Farmers’ Review, Chicago. 

Mr. Lupton enjoys a most enviable reputation, and we heartily en- 
dorse him.— House and Home, New York. 

F. M. Lupton, New York, is known throughout the Union as a per- 
fectly reliable business man. His offers are worthy the attention and 
confidence of all our readers.—South and West, St. Louis, Mo. 

F. M. Lupton, New York, is entirely reliable-—Farm and Fireside, 
Springfield, O. . 

We know him to be entirely reliable, and the offers he is making are 
worthy the attention of every one.—Our Union, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

F. M. Lupton is entirely reliable.— Andrews’ Bazaar, Cincinnati, 0. 
F. M. Lupton, New York, has the reputation of being entirely trust- 
a ih and we have always found him 80.—The Rural New Yorker, New 

ork 


We know Mr. Lupton to be a reliable business man.—T) he Columbian, 
New York. 
_&. M. bain aie of New York, is a well-known ublisher, and we know 
ee - be thoroughly and entirely reliable. -The Agents’ Herald, Phila- 
elphia. 
ir. Lupton, who is still a young man, possesses an immense amount 
of energy and business ability ; what we consider still stronger evidence 


It may seem to you almost marvelous that we 
can afford to give, absolutely Jree, a dollar’s worth of 
books to those who subscribe to Tur ILLUSTRATED 


— 


of his merited success is, that no one sends remittances to that gentle- 
man but are satisfied with their purchases.—New Yor: School Journal. 

F., M. Lupton, New York, has been before the public for many years, 
and has always borne the best of reputations for reliability.—Portland 
(Maine) Transcript. r 


o~ 


24 SPECIAL AND CONFIDENTIAL OFFER. 


We can recommend F. M. Lupton, New York, as perfectly reliable and | 
trustworthy.—Saturday Evening Post, Philadelphia, Pa. 

When the public send to F. M. scpion, New York, for oe dai they 
know that they will receive it, and find it just as represented. He bears | 
the best of reputations for reliability.—Toledo (Ohio) Blade. f 

We can assure our readers that every offer made by the enterprising 

ublisher, Mr. F. M. Lupton, of New York, will be faithfully carried out. 
We know him to be perfectly reliable——American Cultivator, Boston, 


Mass. 
F. M. Lupton, New York, is an old-established publisher, and we | 


can recommend him as perfectly reliable.—Boston Globe. 

The above are voluntary testimonials from 
twenty-two of the best known and most widely-| 
read newspapers in the United States. These | 
newspapers are very cautious about endorsing any 
one, and certainly would not endorse us did they | 
not know usto be entirely reliable. In addition 
to this, if there still remains any doubt in your 
mindasto our reliability, we refer to the publisher 
of any newspaper in this city, and also to the 
Commercial Agencies. 


OUR OFFER FOR SUBSCRIPTIONS OTHER 
THAN YOUR OWN. 


If, in addition to sending your own subscrip- 
tion to Tur ILLustratep Home Guest for one year, for 
which you will receive a dollar's worth of books 
free, you will also get ene of your friends or 
neighbors to subscribe, we will give you an addi- 
tional dollar’s worth of books for so doing. In 
other words, if you will send us 70 cents for your 
own subscription and one other, we will give you 
any twenty books in our list, or two dollars’ 
worth. If you will send us $1.05 for your own sub- 
scription and two others, we will give you any 
thirty books in our list, orthree dollars’ worth, and 
soon for any number. We will give you @ dollar's 
worth of books for every subscriber you send us at 35 
cents. Fornine subscribers you can secure ninety 
of the ninety-eight books in the list. Ifyou have 
spare time at your disposal you can make our 
offer a source of great profit to yourself by 
securing the books in this way and then selling 
them, for they sell very readily at their regular 
retail price, ten cents each, and you can therefore 
make one dollar clear profit on every subscription 
you secure. But you must remember that when 
we give you a dollar's worth of books for getting 
us a subscriber we do not also give the 
subscriber a dollar's worth of books. The sub- 
scriber receives the paper only for one year; you 
receive the dollars worth of books. When you 
send your own subscription at 35 cents you receive 


year. When you send some one else’s subscription 
you also receive a dollar’s worth of books, but ‘the 
person whose subscription you send receives only 
the paper for one year. Therefore when you ask 
others to subscribe you must not promise or 
make any mention of the books, but show and 
get subscriptions for the paper only. Each sub- 
scription, to entitle you to a dollar's worth of 
books, must be at the full price, 35 cents and 
not at the club price, 25 cents. If youwish you 
can take subscriptions at 25 cents, and make up 
the difference of ten cents on each out of your 
own pocket, and this you can well afford to do, as 
you get a dollar's worth of books free for every 
subscriber you send us. But we think you will 
have no difficulty in getting a number of sub- 
seribers at 35 cents each, for the paper is well 
worth it, and people everywhere are glad to sub- 
scribe when shown a copy and asked to doso, and 
certainly never before was such liberal pay 
offered for getting subscribers to any publication. 

But whether you secure other subscribers or 


our offer and send 


AT LEAST YOUR OWN SUBSCRIPTION. 


It is no ordinary offer that we make you. In- 
deed, it is an offer the liberality of which was 
never before equalled. For.thirty-five cents we 
will send you our splendid paper, THE ILLusSTRATED 
Home Guest, for one year, andin addition we will 
also send you, absolutely /ree and post-paid, @ do/- 
lar’s worth of books, namely, any ten that you may 
select from those enumerated and described upon 
the following pages. We will guarantee the books 
precisely as represented and fully worth one dol- 
lar; we will guarantee to send them to you 
promptly upon receipt of your subscription ; we 
will guarantee to send you the paper regularly 
every month for one year; we will guarantee that 
if you are not perfectly and entirely satisfied in 
every respect, we will return your money and make 
you a present of both books and paper. You 
therefore run no risk, for if you are not entirely 
satisfied your money will be returned to you. In 
sending either your own subscription only or a 
greater number of subscriptions cut out the ap- 
propriate blank which will. be found upon the 3d 
cover page, fillit in and enclose it to us in aletter, 
with the proper remittance. 


the dollar's worth of books and the paper for one 


Address all letters: 


F. M. LUPTON, Publisher, 106 and 108 Reade St., New York. 


not, we hope you will] not fail to take advantage of 
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SPECIAL AND CONFIDENTIAL OFFER. 


The List of Books from which You May Make Your Selections, 


g 
THE PRACTICAL 


Horse and Cattle Doctor. 


Many a valuable horse 
Aj] OF cow has been Icst be- 
- cause the owner, having 
little or no knowledge 
upon the subject, was 
unable to promptly 
rn the malady and 
apply the proper reme- 
dies in time. This book 
was written by two dis- 
tinguished veterina- 
rians, one a specialist in 
diseases of the horse, the 
other in those of the cow. 
It describes the symp- 
toms of every disease 
with which horses and 
cattle are afflicted, and 
in such a plain and thor- 
ough manner that the 
malady will be readily 
detected; it also gives 
the cause of every dis- 
ease, a knowledge of 
which in many cases 
will avert the evil; and 
itlikewise contains 
eee and explicit directions for the treatment of every 
<nown disease of the horse or cow, as well as the correc- 
tion of all unruly and vicious habits, etc. It is acomplete 
treatise, covering the whole subject as fully as books pub- 
Nshed at ten times its cost. The value of such a book to 
any farmer or stock-breeder can hardly be overestimated. 
Every owner of a horse or cow should possess a copy, and 
have it constantly at hand for reference. It is a book of 
64 large double-column pages, bound in attractive paper 
covers, and will be sent by mail post-paid upon receipt of 
only Ten Cents, 


The Family Doctor Book, 


This valuable book 
should find a place in 
every American home. 
It will save its small cost 
a hundred times over 
every year in doctors’ 
bills. It contains plain 
and simple directions for 
the treatment of ever 
known disease.or ail- 
4 ment of the human 
frame, and suggests sim- 
Dle home-remedies which 
will usually effect a cure 
without the necessity ot 
employing a physician. 
The various topics are 
alphabetically arranged, 
so that any particular 
complaint may be re- 
ferred to in a moment. 
4 Appended to the work 
proper is a valuable 
treatise entitled “‘ Advice 
to Mothers,” which will 
be found of the utmost 
value and usefulness to every mother, young or old. It 
would be a wise thing if the head of every household 
would buy acopy of this book. It costs but a trifle, and 
the value of the information it contains can hardly be 
measured by dollars and cents. It willtell you how to 
cure every ailment you have now or are ever likely to 
have, and you will be surprised to see how readily our 
common ills yield to the simple remedies given. It is 
a book of 64 large double-column pages, neatly bound in 
attractive paper covers, and it will be sent by mail post- 
paid upon receipt of only Ten Cents, 


THE RELIABLE BOOK OF 


OUTDOOR GAMES. 


Edited by Henry CHap- 


> WICK, the leading authori- 
Ly ty upon all outdoor games 
XQ and sports. This book 


contains the latest official 
rules governing the game 
of Baseball, as adopted by 
the National League, also 
il and complete direc- 
tions for playing our great 
American game, includ- 
ing instructions in pitch- 
ing the curved ball, how 
to bat successfully, ete. 
etc. It also inciudes full 
and complete instruc- 
lie roerener yee es 
cial rules, for ayin 
Cricket, Handball, rook 
. ball, Tennis, Croquet, La- 
erosse, Archery, etc., etc. 
It isa complete text-book 
= for all outdoor games, 


Being entirely new, just published, and written 
ablost a : fox it may be relied upon as 


Famous Comic Reecitations. 


This is an entirely new 
== =H) book, just published, and 


it contains one hundred 
and ten of the very best 
humorous recitations, as 
recited by the most fam- 
ous elecutionists of the 
day. These embrace rec- 
itations in the Negro, 
Yankee, Irish and Dutch 
dialects, both in prose 
and verse, as well as hu- 
morous compositions of 
every kind and charac- 
ter. Among its contents 
are: “The Shi of 
Faith,” ‘The ratch- 
men pts fas 
ourtin’,” ‘} iny- 
Be Cake 


Roosters,” ‘ Watermill- 
ions,” ‘The Freckled 
Faced Girl,” ‘ Paddy's 
5 Dream,” ‘The Dutch- 
man’s Serenade,” ‘* How 
Old Mose Counted,” ‘“O’Grady’s Goat,” ‘‘ The Tale of 
Maloney’s Cow,” ‘‘ Parson Ca Surprise,” ** Mick’s 
Courtship,” “Jostar,? ‘Nora ™ urphy and the Spirits,” 
“The Countryman at the Show,” “Intensely Utter,” 
“Taking Toll,”? ‘‘How Sockery Set a Hen,” “Tim Mur. 
pare Irish Stew,” ‘‘Schneider’s Tomatoes,” ‘“ What Trou- 
led the Nigger,’ and 86 others. The contents of this book 
have been selected with great care, the aim being to in- 
clude only the best, hence it contains the cream of fifty of 
the ordinary recitation books, and is without doubt the 
best collection of comic recitations and readings ever 
published. A book of 64 large double-column pages, 
neatly bound in attractive paper covers. It will be sent 
by mail post-paid upon receipt of only Ten Cents, 


VERY ROY: 


HIS OWN TOY-MAKER. 


This is, indeed, a great 
book for boys, and pa- 
rents should #ither buy 
it for their ¢*ildren or 
encourage them to buy 
it for themselves, for its 
possession will prove a 
great aid in developing 
a boy’s ingenuity. The 
book gives plain and 

ractical instructions 

n the making of all 
manner of toys, ma- 
chines and other arti- 
cles, amusing and use- 
ful. It tells you how to 


Photographic Camera, 
a Windmill, a Micro- 
yi scope, an Electrical Ma= 

chine, a Galvanic Bat- 
tery, an Electric Telegraph, an Electrotyping Appa- 
ratus, a Telephone, a Kaleidoscope, a Magic Lantern, an 
olian Harp; it tells you how to make Boats of every 
kind, from alittle row-boat to a full-rigged schooner; 
how to make Kites, Balloons, Paper Toys, Masks, Car 
Racks, Wagons, Carts, Toy Houses, Bows and Arrows, 
Pop Guns, Slings, Stilts, Fishing Tackle, Rabbit and 
Bird Traps, and many other things, and all 1s made so 
plain and simple that any boy can easily make anything 
described. The whole is illustrated with more than two 
hundred handsome illustrations. It is a book of 64 
large octayo pages, neatly bound in attractive paper 
covers, and will be sent by mail post-paid upon receipt 
of only Ten Cents. 


THK PRACTICAL 


Guide to Floriculture. 


This book was written 
by Essen E, REXFORD, one 
of the leading authorities 
upon all matters pertain- 
| ing to floriculture, and 
is a complete practical 
| guide to the culture of 
flowers and plants. Every 
lady who loves flowers 

hould possess a copy of 
it. Among its contents 


iy are chapters on ‘‘ How to 
Have a Good Flower Gar- 
den,” “The Best An- 

| nuals,” “Carpet Bed- 
sili) ding,’? “* Summer Bloom- 
i _ ing Bulbs,’ ‘ Herba- 


i 


}) ceous Plants,” “Shrubs,” 
| ‘The Culture of Outdoor 
Bulbs,” ‘Flowers for 
Cutting,” “ Vines,” “The 
Propagation of Plants,’ 
“Soil for House-Plants 
Potting, Etc.,?? * Plant 
Enemies,’ ‘‘ The Care of 
House Plants,” “ Bulbs 
for Winter Blooming,” Etc., Etc. This book will tell you 
why your plants do not do well, and what should be done 
to make them thrifty. Its small cost will be repaid a 
thousand fold in a single season. It is beautifully illus- 
trated, is a book of 64 large, double-column pages. neat- 
ly bound in attractive paper covers, and will be sent by 
mail post-paid upon receipt of only Tem Cents, ~ 


make a Steam Engine, a | 


FAMOUS 


Dramatic Recitations. 


This book contains a 
large and yaluable col- 
lection of the best dra- 
matic recitations, care- 
fully selected from the 
writings of the best au- 
thors, as recited by the 
leading elecutionists of 
America, Some of the 
finest gems in the En- 
glish language are in- 
cluded in this collection, 
Among its contents are: 
“The Switchman’s 
Christmas Story,” 
“Gone With a Hand- 
somer Man,” ‘The Death 
of the Old Squire,” 
“Poorhouse Nan,” 
“Fallen by the Way,’? 
* Davy’s romise,’” 
“The Seamstress’s 
Story,” ‘The ones be 
Tryst,” ‘Christmas Da; 
in the Workhouse,” 
“The Women of Mum- 
bles Head,” “The Last Hymn,” ‘Ostler Joe,” ‘The 
Tramp’s Story,” ‘The Moonshiner’s Daughter,” ‘‘The 
Baby’s Prayer,” ‘The Engine Driver’s Story.” Karl, the 
Martyr,” ‘‘ The Crazy Kate,” ‘The Lifeboat,” * Asleep at 
the Switch,” A Searon the Face,” “The Blacksmith’s 
Story,” ‘‘ Farmer Green,” ‘In the Mining Town,” “The 
Old Wife’s Kiss,” “The Boy Hero,” ‘The Light on Dead- 
man’s Bar,’’ ““Whisperin’ Bill,” “The Pauper’s Christ- 
mas Eve,” ‘The Old Parson’s Story,” “ La 6 Ben,” and 
many others. The contents ot this book have been se- 
lected with great care, the aim being to include only the 
best, and the result is the finest collection of select recita~ 
tions ever published. It is a book of 64 large double- 
column pages, bound in attractive paper eovers, and will 
be tk by mail post-paid upon receipt of only Ten 

ents. 


Popular Plays and Farces 


Amateur Theatricals. 


This book should ve 
Sle set by every mem- 
er of an amateur dram- 
atic society. It contains, 
complete and una 
bridged, those sterling 
and always popular 
‘| comedies and farcos, 
“Turn Him Out,” “ Box 
‘| and.Cox,” “ Popping the 
Question,” “That Ras- 
cal Pat,” “A Kiss in the 
Dark,” “ARegular Fix,” 
“My Turn Next” and 
“The Loan of a Lover” 
—in all eight complete 
plays, all of which are 
published in a single vol- 
ume, which is sold at 
the usual price of one 
play only. Itisno exag- 
ration to say, there- 
‘ore, that this is the 
See as book of plays 
and farces ever publish- 
ed. The plays are of the most laughable character, and so 
well known and universally popular as to need no further 
commendation. It is a book of 64 large, double-column 
pages, bound in attractive perer covers, and will be sent 
y mail post-paid upon receipt of only Ten Cents, 


THE AMERICAN 


Family Cook Book. 


bl 


This 


This valuable book 
contains more than 
seven hundred of the 
choicest recipes for 
Breakfast Dishes,Soups, 
Meats and Poultry,Fish 
Vegetables, Salads an 
Relishes, Bread and 
Rolls, Jellies and Pre- 
serves, Puddings and 
Pies, Fancy Dishes, 
Cakes, Ice Cream, Sum- 
mer Drinks and Confec- 
tionery, so classified as 
to be readily accessi- 
ble, and making one of 
the most complete and 
valuable cook books 
ever published. This 
book was compiled by 
an experienced house- 
keeper, and every re- 
cipe is practical and re- 
liable. It is the cheap- 

¢ est eet EET Sa book 
ever published, and the 
peed of such a work in every home is manifest. It is a 
ook of 64 large octavo pages, neatly bound in attrae- 
tive paper covers, and will be sent by. mail post-paid 
upon receipt of only Ten Cents, This book contains 
a8 much matter as any 25 cent cook book published, and 
the quality of its recipes is far above the average, , 
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h COMPLETE STORIES 


By POPULAR AUTHORS. 


_ Tus book contains the largest and most varied collec- 
tion of entertaining, thrilling and amusing stories ever 
published in a single yol- 
2», ume, It contains no less 
than seventy-flve_ stories, 
each one of which is pub- 
lished complete and una- 
bridged, written by the 
most famous authors of 
America and Europe, 
among whom axe Mrs. 
Emma D. E. N. South- 
worth, the Author of 
“Dora Thorne,” Mrs, Ann 
S. Stephens, Mrs. Ma: 
A Agnes Sees Miss M. 
| E. Braddon, “ The Duch- 
Z\ ess,” Sylvanus Cobb, Jr., 
Emerson Bennett, Josiah 
Allen’s Wife, Clara Au- 
asta, Mary Kyle Dallas, 
ed Buntline, and many 
others. These stories are 
all extremely interesting, 
and so varied in character 
as to please every taste, 
al ee Love Stories, 
Domestic Stories, Detect- 
A Ive Stories, Stories of Ad- 
venture, Sea Stories, Border Stories, Humorous Stories, 
Stories of Railway Life, Dramatic Stories, Fair Stories, 
etc., etc. Wehave space to enumerate only a few of the 
titles, as follows: ‘‘The Mysterious Robbery,” ‘One Win- 
ter ight,” “The Discarded Baby,” ‘The Operator’s 
Sto: iy “A Nite of Trubbles,” ‘ Adventure with a Buf- 
falo,?? “The Murder of Aunt Deb,” ‘The Wraith’s Wed- 
ding,”’ “‘ The Black Dwarfs of Granitz,” “The Old Woman 


_ in Green,” ‘‘ Van Arden’s Revenge,” “A Terrible Adven- 


ture,” ‘A Transparent Mystery,” ‘‘The Cashier’s Story,” 
“ Adventure with a eA pence vey and 60 others, Every 
story-lover will be delighted with this book, which con- 
tains more for the money than was ever before given. It 
is a book of 64 large double-column pages, neatly bovnd in 
attractive paper covers. and will be sent by mail post- 
naid upon receipt of only Ten Cents, 


Twelve Complete Novelettes 


BY POPULAR AUTHORS. 

. ~ This book contains 
Twelve Complete Novelettes 
by twelve of the most 
famous authors of Amer- 
ica and Europe, as fol- 
lows: The Stricken 
Home, by Mrs. EMMA 
D. E. N. SouTnwortH; 
Hunted Down, by 
CHARLES DICKENS; Whe 
Heiress of Arne, by 
CHARLOTTE M. BRAEME 
author of “Dora Thorne” 
Vivienne, by _ TUE 
DUCHESS; Helen 
Whitney’s Wed- 
ding, by’ Mrs. HENRY 
Wood; Under False 
A Colors, by Miss M. E. 
AA BRADDON; _ ‘Thomas 
Burke’s Wife, by 
41 Mrs. ANN 8. STEPHENS; 
The Child of the 
Wreck, by Mrs, May 
AGNES FLEMING; The 
Lady of Glenwith 
Grange, by WILKIE CotiIns; Hunter Quater- 
main’s Story, by H. RinsR HaGGarD; The Secret 
Panel, by SYLVANUS Coss, Jr.; Eve Holly’s Heart, 
OF Mary KyLE Datias. Eachone of the above novel- 
ettes is extremely oe though they are diversified 
in style; some being of the domestic or home order and 
others of the dramatic and exciting kind. Never before 
was so grand a@ collection of complete novelettes ny 50 
many famous authors published in a single volume. Each 
novelette is published, complete and unabridged. The 
book contains 64 large double-column pages, bound in at- 
tractive paper covers, and will be sent by mail post-paid 
upon receipt of only 'l'en Cents. 


HOME AMUSEMENTS. 


—_ 
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This book contains a 
splendid collection of 
games, puzzles and 
other diversions for 
social gatherings,pub- 
lic and private enter- 
tainments and even- 
ings at home. It is 

ust the thing foreyen- 
ng parties and the 
family circle, and will 
provide @ rich fund of 
enjoyment for every 
time and occasion. It 
contains an immense 
number of Parlor 
Games and Forfeits, 
including all the fa- 
vorites, new and old; 
a large collection of Il- 
lustrated 1-ebuses,Puz- 
gles, Cnigmas, Char- 
7 ades cad Conundrums 
With their answers; a copious selection of wonderful 
and amusing Tricks, Diversions, Pastimes and Experi- 
ments, the performance of which will serve to astonish 
and amuse all your friends; a valuable collection of 
Tableaux Vivants and Shadow Pantomimes, with full 
instructions for producing the same, and a considerable 
number of Acting Charades and Proverbs, A copy of 
this valuable book should havea fee in every home, *s8 
it will provide amusement and recreation for every 
membder of the family every day in the year. It isa 
book o/ 64 large, double-column pages, neatly bound in 
attractive paper covers, is handsomely illustrated, and 
Gan Ups sent by mail post-paid upon receipt of only Tem 

ents. 


How to Train Animals. 


Every person who has 
ever visited a circus or 
Menagerie has mar- 
yelled at the wonderful 
intelligence displayed 
by trained horses, dogs 
and otheranimals, And 
yet these feats, so as- 
tonishing to beholders, 
are easily taught, and 
any animal is capable 
of acquiring them. This 
book was written by 
an experienced animal 
trainer, and tells you 
how to teach your 
horse to follow you, to 
stand without holding, 
to sit up, to lie down, 
to kick when told, to 
shake and nod his head 
in answer to questions, 
to jump, to stand erect, 
to waltz, to kiss, to 
fetch and carry, to fire off a pistol, to eat at table, to 
turn a hand organ, to feign lameness, to walk over you, 
etc. It tells you howto train mules to perform feats 
similar to the above. It tells you how to teach your dog 
to leap, to walk erect, to dance, to jump rope, to sit and 
lie down, to beg, to give his paw, to sneeze, to speak, to 
fetch and carry, to walk on stilts, to go up and down a 
ladder, to stand on his head, to walk on his fore legs, to 
sing, ete. It tells you how to train elephants, lions, 
tigers, leopards, panthers, squirrels, bears, buffaloes, 
wolves, hyenas, crocodiles, alligators, cats, goats, hogs, 
monkeys, rats, mice, frogs, toads, snakes and birds of 
every Kind. With this book as a guide you may teach 
any animal you own to perform the most remarkable 
tricks and feats of intelligence, and the ease with which 
it may be accomplished will surprise you. Itis a book 
of 64 large, double-column pages, handsomely illus- 
trated, bound in attractive paper covers, and will be 
sent by mail post-paid upon receipt of only Ten Cents. 


‘The Handy Cyclopaedia 


OF, EVERY-DAY WANTS! 


This book is a com- 
pendium of useful and 
valuable household in- 
formation. It contains 
hundreds of valuable 
recipes for making and 
doing almost everythin: 
about a house, and is 
filled with hints and sug- 

estions which will be 

found worth the weight 

of the book in gold to 
every householder. This 
great fund of informa- 
tion is alphabetically ar- 
ranged, 50 that any par- 
4 ticular subject can be 
turned to in a moment. 
It is therefore a book for 
daily reference and con- 
sultation, and the infor. 
mation it imparts will 
save money, time and 
labor in every household. 
No home should be with- 
: pee outit, and it is probable 

that no housekeeper once having it in her possession, 
would part with the book for many times its cost. If 
tells how to economize money, time and labor in every 
little detail of household work; how to cure all common 
ailments, how to make various household preparations 
and useful articles, and treats of a great variety of topics 
which we have not space to enumerate. It 18 a useful 
and practical book, and certainly the best cones of 
the kind ever sold at a low price. A book of 64 large 
double-column pages, bound in attractive paper covers. 
us sent by mail post-paid upon receipt of only Tem 

ents. 


Mrs. Partington’s Grab Bag 


The Contents of Which are Very, 
Very Funny. 


This is the last and 
best book written by 
B. P. Shillaber, the 
original Mrs. Par- 
tington, and _nar- 
rates the laughable 
adventures of the old 
lady and her son Ike 
upon a sea voyage to 
the West Indies, her 
experience with the 
natives of a tropical 
island, her testimony 
in a lawsuit, her 
death and appear- 
ance in the spirit 
state to Ike, during 
all of which she con- 
tinues fo murder the 
English isnyuage 
after the style for 
which she is fa- 
mous. The book is 
illustrated with 67 
engravings, which 
are as laughable as 
the text, and alto- 
eeeber it is one of the best humorous books ever writ- 
en, and just the thing todrive away the blues. Mrs. 
Partington’s droll wit is contagious; nobody can read of 
her funny adventures without indulging in roars of 
laughter. This book will make you forget all your trou- 
bles. It contains 64 large octavo pages, neatly bound in 
attractive paper covers, and will be sent by mai post-paid 
upon receipt of only Ten Cents, 


HOW TO SECURE A 


Business Education at Home 


We often hear the 

l expression, “A welf- 
made man,” and if we 
read the biographies 
of the most famous 
men of our time—our 
great statesmen, mer- 
chants, financiers, etc. 
—we find that in al- 
; most every instance 
a they were poor coun- 
ZE: try boys, with little or 
m= no education, whose 
eq success has been 
: achieved by their in- 
domitable pluck and 
perseverance. Such 
was Abraham Lincoln, 


ureees area aa 
_—— ee = Z == jamin Franklin, Hor- 
ZZ —————=__ ae Greeley, Jay Gould, 

and hundreds of others 


WN HT Wa who might be named. 


Our poor country boys 

i. make our great men, 
and it is to aid the poor country boy, whose educational 
ete have been few, that this book has been pub- 
lished. By the aid of this book a complete knowledge of 
the rudiments of every branch of business may be se- 
cured. It was written by the principal of one of our lead- 
ing business colleges, and contains full and complete in- 
structions in Penmanship, Bookkeeping, General Busi- 
ness and Business Law, with Commercial Forms, etc. A 
boy debarred of the advantages of a business education 
may, by the aid of this book, in his leisure moments and 
in his own home, receive a business education which will 
be of incalculable advantage to him in his struggle with 
the world. It is published and sold at so low a price as to 
be within the reach of every boy, no matter how poor. It 
1s a book of 64 large double-column pages, neatly bound 
in attractive paper covers, is handsomely illustrated, and 
wu ve sent by mail post-paid upon receipt of only Tem 

ents. 


THE YOUNG AUTHOR’S 


Assistant and Guide. 


This book was written 
by Mrs. Effie W. Merri- 
man, a popular author- 
ess, who, having worked 
her way from the lowest 
to the topmost round of 
the ladder of success, is 
perhaps as well qualified 
as any other to instruct 
young writers in thet 
which is necessary to bo- 
come successful in the 

rofession of authorship. 

‘here are thousands of 
young people who have 
an ambition to write for 
VAA\ the press; many of them 

have undoubted talent, 
which only needs devel- 
opment to fit them for 
successful careers a3 au- 
thors. This book is @ 
complete manual of in- 
struction for young au- 
thors, pointing out the 
way, step by step, by 
which you may become successful writers for the ‘press. 
It gives you all the details of the business of authorship, 
telling you what you should do and what you should 
avoid; it tells all about the preparation of manuscript, and 
the methods of disposing of it to publishers, andtells you 
how to judge of what you are best fitted to write. Infact it 
is a complete instructor in every detail of the profession 
of authorship. A young author who goes to work to write 
for the press without instruction from an experienced 
teacher, in nine cases out of ten will fail; with this book 
asa guide you will be enabled to avoid all the usual er- 
rors of the inexperienced, and the chances are that you 
will succeed. Itis a book of 64 large double-column pages, 
neatly bound in attractive paper covers, and will be sent 
by mail post-paid upon receipt of only Ten Cents, 


The Thrilling Adventures - 


OF A 


NEW YORK DETECTIVE. 


This great book contains 
eleven exciting detective 
stories written by “A 
New York Detective,” the 
titles of which are as fol- 
lows: ‘‘The Water Mark,” 
‘*4 Dark Night’s Work,” 
‘‘Fathoming a Mystery,” 
“A Struggle for Life,” 
“A ‘Personal,’ ‘The 
Accusing Leaves,” “The 
Defrauded Heir,” ‘The 
Lottery Ticket,” “A Night 
of Peril,” “The Bo wi e- 
Knife Sheath” and “The 
Scarlet Ribbon,” Each of 
these stories is intensely 
interesting, with a thrill- 
ing and skilfully-wrought 
plot. They are stories of a 
skilled metropolitan de- 
tective’s adventures 
among criminals of both 
high and low degree, and 
_ it is undoubtedly one of 
the best collections of detective stories ever published. 
All lovers of mystery and adventure should buy this great 
book. It contains large double-column pages, neatly 
bound in attractive paper covers, and will be sent by mail 


post-paid upon receipt of only Ten Cents. 


SPECIAL AND CONFIDENTIAL OFFER. 27 


Very few farmers are 
aware of the large profits 
that are to be made from 


Practical Poultry Keeper, 


labor required, than any 
other branch of farm 
work, This is an entirely 
new book on poultr 
keeping, just published, 
and embraces all the lat- 
est ideas on the subject. 
It involves the experi- 
ence of successful poul- 
try kcspers, and will 
teach the farmer how to 
make his poultry yard 
the most profitable fea- 
ture of his farm, With 
this book as a guide you will waste no money in experi- 
menting, but be able to pursue the right course in every 
ease, The book is ae) illustrated, and is a complete 
treatise, covering the whole subject as fully as books pub- 
lished at ten times its cost. It describes and illustrates 
all the various breeds of poultry, both old and new; con- 
tains designs and directions for building approved poul- 
try houses, coops and yards ; gives minute instructions 
in feeding, rearing, care and arrangement ; tells how to. 
succeed and how to fail ; howto produce eggs when they 
are scarce and high; how to grow chickens for the early 
markets; how to treat all diseases of poultry; how to make 
an incubator and how to raise artificially-hatched chick- 
ens; how to preserve eggs; how to pack eggs and poultry 
for market; how to raise turkeys, geese and ducks, etc., 
etce.—in fact, every branch of this important subject is 
treated in the most thorough and exhaustive manner, No 
farmer can afford to be without this valuable work. It 
is a-book of 64 large double-column pages, bound in at- 
tractive paper covers, and will be sent by mail post-paid 
upon receipt of only Yen Cents, 


The Ladies’ Guideto Beauty 


ss This book was written 
r-$y3 by one of the most cele- 
brated of court beauties, 
and fully explains the 
secrets employed by the 
famous beauties of all 
ages of securing and pre- 
serving the charms of the 
face and person. It con- 
tains minute and practi- 
cal instructions, accom- 
panied by many valuable 
recipes, for securing a 
handsome form, a clear 
and smooth skin, a beau- 
tiful face, a charming 
complexion, a well-de- 
veloped bust, beautiful 
eyes, mouth, lips, hands, 
feet and ankles, a charm- 
ing voice; it tells how to 
enhance the natural 
charms by dress, orna- 
ment and deportment; how to secure a beautiful head 
of hair, to prevent the hair from coming out, to prevent 
it from turning gray, to soften and beautify and to re- 
move superfluous hair, to remove pimples, freckles. 
fleshworms, tan, wrinkles, etc., etc, For one-tenth of 
the cost of a single bottle of one of the popular cosmet- 
ics of the daya ky may buy this book, and not only 
learn how te put up herself at the most trifling cost the 
best of harmless beautifiers for the complexion, but at 
the same time acquire almost every known secret of 
beauty, It is a book of 64 large, double-column pages, 
neatly bound in attractive colored paper covers, and will 
ye mene by mail post-paid upon receipt of only Tem 
ents, 


The Modern 


Hoyle. 


As _ everybody 
knows, Hoyle is the 
authority upon all 
games played with 
cards, dominoes, 
etc, hence the 
time-honored ex- 
pression, “accord- 
ing. to Hoyle.” 
This book contains 
at, lesees official 
rules for playing 
Whist, Euchre, 
Chess, Cribbage, 
Dominoes, Poker, 
Draughts, Bezique, 
Backgammon, Na- 
polcon; Solo Whist, 

‘carte, etc., and is 
illustrated with 
numerous dia- 

rams. No matter 

ow skilled one 
may be in these 
games, disputes 
and questions re- 
garding particular 
points are con- 
atantly arising, which may be settled at once by refer- 
ence to this book, hence the advantage of having a com- 
petent anthority always at hand. It is published in a 
neat and attractive volume of 64 large double-column 

ages, boundin handsome paper covers, and will be sent 

y mail post-paid upon receipt of only Ten Cents, 
No other edition of “ Hoyle” can be bought for less than 
25 cents. 


THE 


Ready Reference Manual 


FACTS, FIGURES AND STATISTICS. 


This book, as its title 
indicates, is a collection 
of valuable facts, figures, 
Statistics and dates—a 
compendium of valuable 
information for the use 
of every man, woman 
and child. The informa- 
tion it contains is so ar- 
ranged as to be readily 
accessible, and it may be 
referred to at all times in 
|| settlement of the various 
questions that constant- 
| ly arise in writing and 
conversation. It gives 
| the population, accord- 
ing to the latest census, 
of all cities and towns in 
the United States of 5000 
and over; population of 
all the States and Terri- 
tories; population of 
great European cities, of 
the countries. of the 
world; names of rulers 
of every nation in the world; length of rivers, height of 
Mountains, monuments, towers and structures; dis- 
tances from New York to important points; Presidential 
vote for sixty-eight years; interest tables, copyright 
and patent laws; area of oceans, seas and lakes; incor- 
rect language; rules for spelling, pronunciation and 
use of capitals, and a thousand end one other subjects 
which we have not space here to enumerate. No more 
useful or instructive book was ever published, and a 
copy of it ought to bein every home. It isa book of 64 
large, double-column pages, neatly bound in attractive 
paper coyers, and will be sent by mail post-paid upon 
receipt of only Tem Cents, 


Parlor Magic. 


a This valuable text- 
book contains complete 
and exhaustive direc- 
tions for performing 
over one hundred amus- 
ing and mysterious 
tricks in magic and 
legerdemain, including 
sleights with dice, dom- 
inoes, cards, ribbons, 
rings, fruit, coin, balls, 
handkerchiefs,ete. ,ete. 

the whole illustrated 
and clearly explained 
with 121 engravings, 
The directions for per- 
formin these tricks 
are made so very clear 
4 , by the aid of the many 
illustrations given that any one may readily perform 
them, and thus become a veritable wizard in his own cir- 
cle of acquaintances. Tricks which you have seen per- 
formed by professional magicians, and which have 
seemed to you almost miraculous, are so clearly and 
fully explained in this book that you may perform them 
with ease. Among the tricks explained in the book are: 
““The Magic Coin,” “‘The Magic Handkerchief,”’ “* The 
Dancing Egg,” ‘The Domino Oracle,” “The Magic 
Bond,” **To Swallow @ Barber’s Pole,’’ ‘‘The Restored 
Ribbon,” *‘The Magnetized Cane,” ‘‘To Eat a Peck of 
Shavings, and Convert them into a Ribbon,” “The 
Wonderful Hat,” ‘The Pepper-Box Trick,” ‘*The Bag 
of Eggs,” ‘‘A Watch Pounded in a Mortar,” ‘To Pierce 
the Arm with a Knife,’? ‘The Glass of Wine Changed 
into a Shower of Rose Leaves,” ‘* The Goldfish in a Vase 
of Ink,” and many others. ‘‘ PARLOR MAGIC” is a book 
of 64 large, double-column pages, bound in attractive 
colored paper covers, and will be sent by mail post-paid 
upon receipt of only Tem Cents, 


The Art of Ventriloquism. 


This great book was 
written by the celebrated 
Frederic “Maccabe, one 
of the most famous of the 
world’s ventriloquists. 
Mr, Maccabe here clearly 
shows that ventriloquism 
is not a natural gift, but 
that by training and prac- 
tico it may be acquired 
by any one, and it is cer- 
tainly an accomplishment 
well worth cultivating, 
for nothing will so amuse 
and mystify a social gath- 
ering as the feats of the 
ventriloquist, He appears 
to be @ man of a dozen 
voices. In his natural 
tone of voice he asks a 
question, and poe rani 
‘ Ps appears to come from the 
depths of the chimney in the weak accents of a little 
child. Again, we hear the voice of an old man appear- 
ing to proceed from the roof of the building, the distant 
barking of a dog, etc., etc. These wonderful imitations 
are performed without the slightest movement of the 
lips, greatly to the astonishment of the audience. Would 
you not like to acquire this amusing and mystifying ac- 
complishment? You can do so easily and readily by 
studying the directions contained in this book, which is 
the best and most complete instructor in the art of ven- 
triloquism ever published. It is a book of 64 large, dou- 
ble-column pages, bound in attractive colored paper 
covers, and will be sent by mail post-paid upon receipt 
| ot only Ten Cents, 


Widder Dod Loved 


AND OTHER STORIES. 


By JOSIAH ALLEN’S WIFE, 


> This book contains fif- 
| teen complete stories, de- 
scriptive of the laughable 
doings of the Jonesville 
folks, by that incompara- 
ble humorist, Josiah Al- 
len’s Wife, The titles of 
the fifteen stories are as 
follows: “The Widder 
Doodle’s Love Affair,” 
“Tirzah Ann’s Summer 
Trip,” ‘“*A Pleasure Exor. 
tion,” “How we Took in 
Summer Boarders,” ‘ The 
Sufferens of Nathan Spoon- 
er,” “The Widder Doodle 
as a Comferter,” ‘ Betsey 
Bobbit: Her Poem,” *Dea- 
con Slimpsey’s Mournful 
Forebodings,” _“ Borrow- 
ing the Magazine”) “ Me- 
lankton Spicer’sea Wife,” 
“How the Bambexses Bor- 
y amee One as nehed 
e onesville Serenade,” 
{Cousin Philemy’s Visit,” ‘Betsey’s Investment ” and 
‘A Nite of Trubbles.” It is safe to say that thig book con- 
tains some of the best things ever written by Josiah Allen’s 
Wife, and that is saying a great deal, for she has amused 
anation of fun-lovers. The book is filled with droll wit 
and ridiculous situations, and is one of the best humorous 
books ever published. All who enjoy a good laugh should 
buy “The Widder Doodle’s Love Affair.” It isa book of 
oe atee ouble-cotaain pares, mestiy bora in attractivo 
.per covers, and will be sen’ mail post-paid upoi 

ceipt of only Tem Cents. “4 arnt aT 


Modern Etiquette 


FOR ALL OCCASIONS! ° 


Every person, young 
or old, rich or poor, male 
or female, needs a first- 

y class work on Etiquette, 
Avi] for this of all others isa 

ia subject upon which no 
one can afford to be ig- 
norant, A. first-class 
work upon this subject, 
which may be consulted 
at any time and in any 
emergency, will save you 
an endless amount of 
embarrassment and un- 
certainty. There is 
scarcely anything that 
makes @ gentleman or 
lady more popular 
among his or her asso- 
ciates than polite and 
correct deportment at 
alltimes. By the aid of 
this book you will ac- 
quire this, It contains 
the rules of deportment 
i for all occasions, both 
for ladies and gentlemen, as observed by the best so- 
ciety, including Introductions, Salutations, Conversa- 
tion, Outdoor Etiquette, Places of Amusement, Social 
and Dinner Parties, Etiquette of the Ball Room, Visit- 


ing, Calling, Receiving Visitors, Correct peep Onemiee in 
Public Places, in Traveling, Driving and Riding, Table 
Etiquette, Making and Recelvigg Presents, a Lady's Ob- 
ligations to Gentlemen, theEtiquette of Courtship, the 
Etiquette of Weddings, étc., etc. It is a book of 64 large, 
Souple-colume Paste ieee Pe oo eeiactiys paper 
, and wi int by mail post-paid upon receipt 
of ouly Tem Cents, ands 5 i 


THE MINSTREL SHOW; 


Or, Burnt Cork Comicalities. 


Anew and varied col- 
lection of the best dar- 
key wit and humor, as 
recited and performed 
by the leading min- 
strels of the present 
day. 1t contains Comic 
Songs, End Men’s Jokes 
and Stories, Conun- 
drums, Darkey Dia- 
logues,Stump Speeches, 
Burlesque Lectures an 
Monologues, Plantation 
Sketches, Interludes, 
Farces, Afterpieces, Ne- 
gro Songs and Dances 
Banjo Solos, Songs an 
Marches, etc., etc. Itis 
not only the largest but 
the best collection of 
minstrel wit ever pub- 
lished, and all who en- 
joy a good laugh will 
find it just the book 
they want, Among the songs are: ‘‘ Baby’s Got a Tooth,” 
‘‘Just to Make it Pleasant for the Girls,” ‘'A Little 
Beard on a Young Man Grew,” “‘They’re After Me,’’ 
““ Get Thee Gone, Girl,’? ‘‘ Her Front Name is Hauner,’’ 
“Good-by, Lize,”’ ‘*Oh, Lucinda!” “Quit Your Fool- 
ing,” etc., etc, Itisa book full of fun and laugh from 
cover to cover, and cheaper than going to the minstrels, 
for you get as much as you would hear at half-a-dozen 
entertainments for a fraction of the cost of one. Itisa 
book of 64 large double-column pages, bound in attrac- 
tive paper covers, and will be sent by mail post-paid 
upon receipt of only Ten Cents, 
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SPECIAL 


— 


AND CONFIDENTIAL OFFER. 


‘THE LADIES’ MODEL 


Faney Work Manual. 


= This is an entirely new 

Es book, just published, and 
Fi | embodies all the latest 
ideas in needlework, cro- 
chet, knitting and em- 
broidery. It contains de- 
signs and directions for 
making nearly fifty dif. 
ferent patterns of knitted 
laces, many charming 
crochet patterns, also in- 
struction for makin 
many useful articles ot 
wearing apparel and nu- 
merous articles for home 
decoration, among which 
are tidies, chair-scarfs, 
doylies, _ purses, table 
mats, shopping ba 
lamp shades, shawls, Af- 
hans, toilet sets, coun- 
erpanes, sofa-cushions, 
chair-covers, pin-cush- 
ions, dressing slippers, 
babies’ socks, ete., etc 
’ Full and_ compiete in- 
structions accompany each design, together with an ex- 
planation of the terms used in knitting and crochetting, 
etc. Italso contains full and complete instructions 
the art of embroidery, with numerous beautiful designs. 
The whole igs illustrated by 95 handsome engravings, and 
the whole subject of ladies’ fancy work is made so clear in 
this book that with it as a guide one may become an 
adept in the art. It isa book of 64 large double-column 
pases, neatly bound in attractive paper covers, and will 
e sent by mail post-paid upen receipt of only Ten 
Cents, 


156 POPULAR SONGS, 


With Words arid Musie Complete. 


The songs contained in 
this book comprise the 
most popular sentimen- 
tal, comic, operatic and 
Ethiopian selections. It 
is a grand aggregation 
of musical gems, old and 
new, Which every lover 
of music should possess. 
Bear in mind that both 

| words and music are 
” | given. The following is 

/) a partial list of the con- 
{ tents of the book: Com- 
rades, Ta-ra-ra Boom-de- 
ay, Little Fisher Maiden, 
Little Annie Rooney, I 
Whistle and Wait for 
Katie, Stop dat Knock- 
ing, Over the Garden 
Wall, Twickenham. Fer- 
ry, Won’t You Tell Mb 
Why Robin, Nancy 
Lee, Larboard Watch, 
The Man in the Moon is 
Looking, Barney, Leave 
the Girls Alone, ’Tis Better So, Work, Niggers, Work, 
Baby Mine, We’d Better Bide a Wee, Bonnie Doon, Kil- 
larney, Let Me Dream’ Again, When Red Leaves Fall, 
Widow in a Cottage by the Sea, Old Zip Coon, Maggie’s 
Secret, and 132 others, making a veritable treasury o! the 
world’s popular songs, bound in attractive paper covers 
in a neat and handy book, which will be sent by mai} 
post-paid upon receipt of only Tem Cents, 


THE MODEL 
of Dialogues. 


A large and valuable 
collection of Dialogues, 
both dramatic and comic, 
for School Exhibitions 

j} and Public and Private 
Entertainments. Among 
its contents are, “The 
| Bashful Man,” "The Rul- 
ing Passion,” ‘‘The 
Jew’s Lodgers,” ‘Gen- 
erally Useful,” “Terry 
O'Toole and His Master,” 
“ There’s None Like Pret- 

Sally,” ‘The Fashion- 
able Wife.” “The Fac- 
tory Girl,” “The Rival 
Editors,” ‘‘The Masonic 
Lodge, “The Wrong 
Box,” ‘The Absent Man, 

i} etc. All young people 
| who delight to partici- 
fate in dialogues will 
ind this book exacth: 
what they need. Eac 
dialogue is bright and 
lwely, and the variety is 
so great as to provide something for every occasion. The 
book contains 64 large, double-column pages, bound in 
attractive paper covers, and will be sent by mail post-paid 
upon receipt of only Ten Cents, 


| Book 


7s Remember that we Agree to 
Send, Free and Post-paid, Any Ten of 
these Books to any one sending us 
Thirty-five Cents for a Year’s Subscrip- 
tion to ‘‘ The Tlustrated Home Guest,’ 


_ ter,” as it is called. 


THE NATIONAL 


HANDY DICTIONARY 


Of the English Language. 


Here is a complete 
ocket dictionary of the 
4 nglish language for 

the small sum of Ten 
Cents. It contains near- 
ly 30,000 words, with 
their orthography, defi- 
nition and pronuncia- 
tion, according to the 
best lexicographers, 
and 237 illustrations, 
Itis a book of 64 large 
octayo pages, neatly 
bound in an attractive 

aper cover, and may 

e carried in the pocket 
and consulted at any 
moment when it is de- 
sired to ascertain the 
correct spelling, pro- 
nunciation or definition 
of aword. This Handy 
Dictionary is needed in 
almost every home. It 
‘ : is the cheapest diction- 
a ' ary ever published, and 
as reliable as any. It will be sent by mail post-paid 
upon receipt of only Ten Cents. 


Phrenology Made Easy. 


Phrenology is the art of 
RR, 
SS 


reading temperament and 
character by the confor- 
mations or ‘‘bumps’’ of 
the head. It is a wonder- 
ful science, and its revela- 
tions have startled and as- 
tonished the world. This 
book was written by Pro- 
fessor James Coates, one of 
the most famous of phren- 
ological authorities, and 
it is a complete practical 
text-book upon the subject. 
It tells you howto read a 
person’s character by the 
simple act of passing the 
fingers over the head, and 
the accuracy of these reve- 
lations will be a surprise to 
you and all your friends. 
Many persons make a business of the examination of 
heads by phrenological methods, a fee of from ten to 
twenty-five cents being charged for a ‘‘ chart of charac- 
Whether it is desired, to learn this 


great science for business or pleasure, this is a most 
valuable and interesting book, and a copy of it should 
be owned in every family. ‘‘ PHRENOLOGY MADE Easy’ 
is a book of 64 large, double-column pages, bound in at- 
tractive colored paper covers, and will be sent by mail 
post-paid upon receipt of only Ten Cents, 


Complete Novels 


POPULAR AUTHORS. 


The Scarlet Letter, 


A NOVEL. 


By Nathaniel Hawthorne, 


Author of “The House of 
the Seven Gabies,”’ etc, 


Price, Ten Cents, by mail f 
post-paid. 


THE MYSTERY OF 
COLDE FELL ; 


Or, Not Proven. 


A NOVEL. 


By Charlotte M. Braeme, 


Authorof* Dora Thorne,” 
ete. 


post-paid. 


| 


Price, Ten Cents,by mail | Price, Ten Cents,by mail 


| 


fe 


ie 


ley’s Secret,’’ etc. 


STE a 


King Solomon's Mines, 


A NOVEL. 


By H. Rider Haggard, 
Authorof “ She,” “ Jess,” 
ete. 


Price, Ten Cents, by mail i 
post-paid, 


Around the World in 
Highty Days. 
A NOVEL. 


By JULES VERNR, 
Author of “A Journey to 
the Center of the 
Earth,” ete. 


Price, Ten Cents, by mail 
post-paid. 


The Corsican Brothers, 
A NOVEL. 


By Alexander Dumas, 


Author of * The Count of 
Monte Cristo,” etc. 


Price, Ten Cents, by mai 
post-paid. 


Lady Grace. 
A NOVEL. 


By Mrs. HENRY Woe, 
Author of ‘‘ East Lynne,” 
ete. 


Price, Ten Cents, by maii 
post-paid. 


AVERIL. 
A NOVEL. 


By Rosa Nouchette Carey, 
Author of ‘Not Like 
Other Girls,”’ etc. 


post-paid. 


Under the Red Flag, 


, 
% 
’: A NOVBL. 
Me 
im * 
i By Miss M. E. Braddon, 
3 Author of “Lady Aund- 


Price, Ten Cents, by mat 
post-paid, . 


A Noble Life, 


A NOVEL. 


By MISS MULOCK, 


Author of “John Halifax, 


Gentleman,” ete, 


Price, Ten Cents, by mail 


post-paid. 
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THE BLACK TULIP. 


A NOVEL. 


By Alexander Dumas, 


Author of ** The Count of 


Monte Cristo,” etc. 


Price, Ten Cents, by mail 
post paid. 


Nurse Revel’s 


Mistake. 


A NOVEL. 


By Florence Warden, 


Author ef “The House on 
the Marsh,” etc, 


Price, Ten Cents, by mail 
post-paid. 
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SPECIAL AND CONFIDENTIAL OFFER. 


THE BLACK DWARF. 


A NOVEL. 


By SIR WALTER SCOTT, 


Price, Ten Cents by mail, 
post-paid. 


See 


— 


ae 


The Belle of Lynn ; 
The Miller’s Daughter. 
A NOVEL. 


By Charlotte M. Braeme, 


Author of “ Dora Thorne,” 
etc. 


Price, Ten Cents, bymad 
post-paid. 


THE DUCHESS, 


A NOVEL. 


By “THE DUCHESS,” 


Author of “ Molly Bawn,” 


etc. 


Price, Ten Cents, by mail 


post-paid. 


3 rage peace White By Captain Marryat, 
is) ag tate Es en <3 | | Author of “ Mr, Midship- 
<i) man Easy,’ etc. 
Pen | ear PEE TT 
e| Price, Ten Cents, by mall C a Te 


29 


MERLE'S CRUSADE. 


A NOVEL. 


A SCARLET SIN, 


A NOVEL. 


By Rosa Nouchette Carey, 
Author of ** Not Like 
Other Girls,” etc. 


By Florence Marryat, 
Author of “ Her Lora aud 
Master,” ete. 


Price, Ten Cents, by mail 


Pdi Price, Ten Cen's, by mail 


post-paid. 


A Study in Scarlet, 


A NOVEL. 


THE SEA KING, 


A NOVEL. 
By A, Conan Doyle, 


post-paid. Price, Ten Cents, by mail 


post-paid. 


el i 
ROCK RUIN; | ries ; 
5 i ey, 
OR, THE Ate ng 
Daughter of the Island. - ; 
A NOVEL. 
A NOVEL. 
By Sir EB. Bulwer-Lytton, 
Author of “ The Last Days 
of Pompeii,’ etc. 


By Mrs. Ann S. Stephens, 


Author of ‘ Mary Der- 
went,” etc. 

Price, Ten Cents, 

Price, Ten Cents, by mail ae cose ar 

post-paid. ; 


Lord Lisle’s Daughter ; MR. MEESON’S WILL. | 


A NOVEL. 8 
A NOVEL. 
By Charlotte M. Braeme, 
Authorof* Dora Thorne,” f By H. Rider Haggard, 
etc. Author of “She,’? * Jess,” 

i etc. F 
.| Price, Ten Cents, by maa | Price, Ten Cents,by mail |i 
post-paid. | paid-post, } 


JENNY HARLOWE. 


A NOVEL. 


The Armorer of Tyre. 


A NOVEL. 


By W. Clark Russell, 
Author of “A_ Sailor's 
Sweetheart,” etc. 


By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr., 


Author of “The Gunmaker 
of Moscow,” etc. 


Price, Ten Cents, bymai 
post-paid, 


Price, Ten Cents, by mail 
post-paid, 


Beaton’s Bargain, 


A NOVEL. 


Mr. Gilfil's Love Story, 


A NOVEL. 


By GEORGE ELIOT, 


Author of * Adam Bede,” 
ete, 


By Mrs. Alexander, 


Author of “The Wooing 
O't,” ete. 


Price, Ten Cents, by mait 


Price, Ten Cents, by mail 
post-paid. Te 
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‘me, Xina.” 


12 THE WIZARD OF GRANADA. 


What I long for, but dare not take, shall be kept 
sacred from all others. You shall never leave 


The princess sat with drooping head and 
crossed arms very still and pale. 

“Do you love another? Holy Mahomet! it 
turns my blood to molten fire only to picture 
such a thing. Speak, girl, answer me; do you 
love any other?” 

His hand seized her arm with a cruel grip; 
his cheek was deadly white; the perspiration 
stood in drops on his forehead, and his burning 
black eyes flamed upon her with all the fierce- 
ness of a maniac. 

Xina raised her drooping eyelids slowly and 
looked at him sadly, praying inwardly that the 
thrill which stirred her heart might be be- 
trayed by her face. 

“How many times have you asked that, 
Ismael, and how often have I answered nay? 
Be generous to me in this little. You are king. 
IT am subject, slave, and aN EYE Tar 


The princess knelt down, lightly resting her 
fair hand on his, and began a low, soothing 
hymn. Her voice was rich and deep, but she 
did not raise it to high notes, her only object 
being to calm and soothe. 

Presently the glittering eyes lost their fever- 
ish glare; the red flush paled on his dark 
cheek; softly and slowly, but steadily, his eye- 
lids fell, and in half an hour he was fast asleep. 

Then the rich voice ceased. Xina cautiously 
disengaged her hand, rose from her kneeling 
posture, and began walking to and fro, with 
bowed head and drooping eyelids, through 
which the tears slipped quietly and dropped 
unheeded on the silken mantle. 

Without she heard the measured tramp of the 
guard, keeping faithful watch around the king’s 
retirement. Within was only the splash of the 
fountain, and the calm, even breathing of the 
sleeping monarch. 

Bitter and angry emotions seemed to gain 
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ing Basilio’s evil intentions. What further need 
can there be ?” 

“He comes to find one Manuel Montez. Some 
secret intuition assures me that you can point 
him out to me.” 

There was a little moan of pain, and the veil 
fluttered as from a gasping breath. 

“Who is this knight? Why has he taken up 
this quest ?” demanded the unknown. 

“T know not. I have not pressed his confi- 
dence.” > 

‘“‘T must know before I can answer. Where is 
he now?” 

“Asleep upon his couch, without doubt,” re- 
plied the prince. 

‘Let me see him; let me look upon his face, 
and read what is written there.” 

There was a wild eagerness in the voice which 
made the prince say, doubtfully : 

** You would read only what is good and noble 
—promise you would not harm him.” 


§§ Have T nots gy save im from Basilio’s 


torture for you, may it ng 
for me?” 
“Inshallah! I am ¢ 
Look up and smile. Le 
Tell me, Xina, what can 
He bent forward as 
down a glossy tress s¢ 
white forehead. 
She looked gravely q 
fice. | 
“ Alas, sire, there is bi 
est me room to desire— 
The king shook his he 
“No, Xina, that cann q 
power I will not use. 
forbear the rest. Give | 
control. Allah helpme ! 
a volcano.” ! 
There was a few mo 
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vestige of my visit. And yet it may be as well | guarded in Granada? at the very thought even | tell. I only knowasilio’s secret doors open for 


otherwise.” 

“TI know you not. Inever looked upon your 
face before,” exclaimed the astonished knight. 

“The more the pity ; and yet I am your friend. 
I alono of all Granada except one, and he would 
kill rather than help you.” 

“Tt is very strange,” stammered Sir Idefonse. 

‘Aye, it is all strange, a mysterious tangle; 
and yet it is soon unravelled. You come from 
Spain. How left you the Count Montholio?” 

“The count—you know him then?” said the | 
knight, more bewildered than ever. 

“Aye; I knew him once. He is still alive? 
he sent you hither to find his lost treasure ?” 

“Can you help me?” demanded Sir Ide- 
fonse, seizing her hand. 

*T can, and I will,” in a solemn tone. 

“May all the saints bless you!” ejaculated 
the knight. ‘Can you show me that villain? 
ean you point out Manuel Montez to my good | 
sword ?” 
ome for revenge, or for restitu- 

enefactor’s name, I ask it.” 

bn, first of all; but methinks it 

the matter if that dastardly 

N punished.” 

/Promise me, here, that he shall 

mr hand. I warn you, if harm 
rough your means, undying re- 
# you through life. His aveng- 
haunt your brighest hours, will 
fest cup that your lips seek to 


words ; they are those of your 


blous,”? murmured Sir Ildefonse 
Leave Basilio in peace and yet 


puessed so much, then? You 
jo and Manuel are one and the 
fmanded, bending toward him 


king strove to dissipate 
face, and spoke in a gay 
“Where hast thou bd 
your litter go forth and} 
it.” ; 
**T have seen Basilio, 
** How cometh on thy] 
takest such enjoyment 
‘There is not another 
his beard were white w 
confide thee. But Basil 
and has only thought ff 
tried him one day, ang 
thine eyes colored lik 
tinged with the blue of # 
‘Basilio is deeply eng! 
He cannot grasp the secret for which he longs | 
At least, long and patient research =< 
ence fail him thus far. So he § ¢Q 
name would go down to posterity } 
mortalize Granada. Who is Basi 
esty? Was he born in Granada?’ 
In truth I know not. Mohamu 
my royal father, knew him, and i 
him to my patronage. He has se] 
fully, most of all in his care of 
He “has taught thee to excel al 
wisdom, as thou surpassest ¢ 
maiden in beauty. Oh, Xina, Xig 
only the daughter of the poorest] 
ant in Granada, how quickly 
should rejoice for its queen.” 
He was bending toward her, hit 
his eyes flaming. 
Xina drew back gently but dec} 
“Thou art feverish and ref 
Let me sing thee to sleep.” 
* As thou wilt, only thou must 
side. Thou must hold my hand } 
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1 
Prince Azim’s help, I have sus- 
you know all, wherefore I come, 
ou bid me spare the villain the 
deserves ?” 
bu should not foil him—thwart 
pns, ruin his plans, defeat his 
your objects in venturing to 
¢ not your hand against him, 
g well worthy the care and af- 
kind-hearted, honorable Count 
ithou art! All good infiuence 
thou hast not abused his gener- 
is, that he need not regret his 


bu ?” cried the knight, staring at 
ment. 


Accordingly, a 


ee eee fase 


midnight, Prince 
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The large tears dripped over the wan cheek ; 
)the thin hands were clasped inagonized emotion, 
as she faltered: 


“Ask me not. Be content to know that I am 
your friend; that I know every hope of your 
heart, that Iam working with you.” 

‘Every hope,” repeated Sir Hdefonse, “Nay, 
not every hope. It may be in some mysterious | 
manner thou hast learned all the particulars of 
ithe count’s undertaking; but thou must indeed 
possess more than mortal power to have read 


my own heart,” 

A slow smile, like the sunlight glinting through 
parting clouds on a wintry scene, stole across 
the grief-worn face. 

“The two are more closely entwined than you 
believe. Accomplish one and the other is| 
possible,” said she. “Did I not say I knew all? 
very hope of thy brave and daring heart? 
Uldefonse, think’st thou I mistrust not the wild 
Hove so suddenly enkindled ? that I do not know 


|he pas 


of the Princess Xina ?” 

The rich blood leaped to the broad forehead 
of the knight, as he again demanded: 

“Tn the name of the saints, who art thou?” 

“Thy friend, Ildefonse; thy real and trusty 
friend. Ask no more, but heed my advice. Be 
watchful and wary in the presence of the Wizard 
of Granada. He knows wherefore thou hast 
come; that success for thee is ruin for himself 
and his plans. He will scruple at no deed, 
however dark and murderous, if it will sweep 
thee from his path. But thou hast true friends. 
Prince Azim will guard thee; the princess se- 
cretly watches over thy safety, and, best of all, 
thou hast my vigilant services, which spy day 
and night upon Basilio’s movements. Only be- 
ware that no look or word of thine give offence 
to the king. From his power there is no ap- 
peal. And once Ismael suspected thy love for 
the princess, thy head would touch the block, 
ere the sun of that day should set!” 

“But how can I work asI promised? Every 
day I linger is anguish for that poor, heart- 
broken benefactor of mine. If I can only find 
his child and hasten away with her, I will yield 
to your judgment, and leave Basilio to the 
punishment of his own conscience. But now I 
am certain of nothing; not even of the count’s 
daughter in Granada ; orif here, what miserable 
| circumstances may surround her; every hour 
of delay seems cruelty to me.” 

“Set your heart at rest. She is safe, and in 
Granada. You have the description of the 
mark put upon her at her birth. Basilio read 
it; sodidI. I have found the girl.” 

‘‘Now may heaven bless you. How it will re- 
joice the heart of that poor old man. Where is 
she ? where shall I find her?” \ 

‘*She is in the Alhambra, in the suite of the 
Princess Xina. Tell the princess your whole 
story without fear, and describe her birth mark. 
She will know then the stolen child of Count 
| Montholio and will doubtless: help you to pro- 
cure her escape.” 

“You speak as if I were able to procure an in- 
terview with the princess,” said the knight. 

“What has come to pass once, is likely to 
occur again,” returned the mysterious woman, 
holding up a long, thin finger childingly. 
“‘Wrong-not your own frank spirit by seeking to 
hide aught from me, knight of Spain. You 
shall have good proof that I am your friend.” 

“T will not doubts you. My heart speaks up 
and claims you!” exclaimed Sir Idefonse, hold- 
ing out his hand. 

She caught it between both hers, covered it 
with wild kisses and wilder tears, turned hast- 
ily and darted from the room, Sir Ildefonse 
threw on the fringed tunic, the only garment he 
had removed upon on retiring, and followed 
hastily after her. 

Nothing was to be seen; all was profound quiet. 
Not content with looking through the corridor, 
ed down and out to the vestibule. 
Prince Azim was leaning there, grave and 
thoughtful. 

“Have you seen her pass? a woman in a gray 
wrap, with a veil over her head ?” demanded the 


\ knight, eagerly, 


“Was it a woman, or a ghost, a shade?” re- 
sponded the prince. ‘ I have been puzaling 
myself trying to discover.” 

“But you saw her? She knows everything. 
She will help me on my quest.” 

“T thought she would, my friend. Whether 
mortal or otherwise, I was sure she could aid 
you, ifany one could. She glided by me, as I 
stood in the corner, like a passing cloud ora 


pow thy heart leaps at the name so jealously | spectral shade. She has gone, whither I cannot 


her as readily as to their master. It is fortunate 
for you that she is your friend. Inshallah! it is 
fortunate.” 

“‘T would I had asked her more,” said Sir 
Ildefonse, looking forth wistfully into the star- 
light. 

‘*T think you may trust her; she will come to 
you if it is necessary. Now, then, let us return 
to our couches, or the morning will find us with 
dull eyes, and the king has ordered your pres- 
ence at the Alhambra.” 

“IT would fain be excused,” said the knight. 

** Ah, but excuse from the summons of the 
king is impossible. You were wise to heed that 
truth. He is disposed to deal graciously with 
you; do not change this mood, for he is hot and 
impetuous in anger.” 

**T will return to my chamber, then, and seek 
to woo slumber, for I am sure it will not come 
readily. A strange gloom has fallen upon me,’ 
said the knight, turning back. : 

Do not fail to read our special and confidential: 
offer to you, which will be found immediately 
following the story of ‘‘ The Wizard of Granada.” 
In this great offer we agree to give you a dollar’s 
worth of books absolutely free if you will send us 
only thirty-five cents fora year’s subscription 
to Tue InnustrateD Home Guest, a sample 
copy of which is sent you herewith. This is the 
most extraordinary offer ever made by a reliable 
publishing house, and enables you to secure, 
absolutely free of charge, ten splendid books, 
which may be selected by yourself from the en- 
tire list offered, and the regular retail price of 
which is ten cents each or one dollar for the ten 
books. Do not fail to read this remarkable 
offer, which comes to you from an old-established 


and reliable publishing house, whose responsi- 
bility cannot be questioned. 


CHAPTER VII. 


Eanrty in the day came the royal summons to 
the Alhambra. Prince Azim accompanied his 
guest, and at the gateway they met Basilio com- 
ing forth. There was a fierce flash in his eye 
as he bowed to the knight, which startled the 
prince. 

“What's amiss?” exclaimed the latter. “I 
know that evil flash of Basilio’s eye; it means 
‘ mischief.” 

“There has been a heavy weight on my own 
spirit, foreboding calamity. I would I had 
brought Alana. We two, with our trusty blades, 
would meet whatever fate comes manfully.” 

“Hush, dare not draw your sword in the 
king’s presence, at any provocation. Remember. 
that. We will manage to rescue you, whatever 
betide; but a rash word or movement might 
draw upon you instant doom.” 

“T would I might settle any such difficulty 
with mine own right arm. Which of these vast 
piles belong to the seraglio ?” 

“Yonder to the right. Why do you look so 
wistfully thither ?” 

“Tf I knew myself, I should hardly venture 
to say. But here is the royal usher. We shall 
know the truth soon.” 

The king was seated on his throne, and Prince 
Azim looked anxious again, as he perceived he 
was surrounded bya triple guard of soldiers. 
Whispering renewed caution in regard to his 
behavior, he left the knight, and took his place 
among the courtiers, 

Ildefonse bowed respectfully, and remained 
silent and motionléss, in grave dignity, though 
he felt the searching eye of the king upon his 


face. 
“We give thee greeting, valiant knight from 


